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PREFACE. 


T is not to be wondered at, if authors, 


preparing their firſt productions for 
the preſs, live in perpetual dread of the 
ſeverity of that criticiſm which they know 
not how to avoid. Every one, however, 
who prepares an introductory Preface, 
aſſays thoſe methods which, to him, ap- 
pear moſt likely to ſucceed. Open de- 
hance, and humble ſolicitation, have each 
been tried in turn; with what effect, let 
the conſequence declare. The fate of 
haughty defiance may be eaſily foretold ; 
and who ſo ridiculouſly abſurd as to ima- 
cine that, ardent ſolicitations will ever 


protect 


N 14 


« PREFACE. 


protect the productions of folly from the 
vale of oblivion ; or ſecure to the efforts 
of dullneſs, even the ſcanty praiſes of a 


day? 


r. Johnſon, in bis Idler, remarks 
_ ce reſpe& and attention are often be- 
ſtowed in proportion as they are claimed; “ 
this, though frequently the caſe, is far 
from being true, with reſpect to the lite- 
rary adventurer; elſe every lineal deſcend- 
ant from the loins of Mac Flecknoe might 
gain himſelf immortal honours— 

&« And tear the wreath of fame from worthier brows,” 
There are other arts more frequently, 
though not more ſucceſsfully practiſed, 
by authors, not indifferent to praiſe or 
popularity: ſome, as if conſcious their 
labours were not calculated to withſtand 
a cloſe inveſtigation, declaim vehemently 
againſt the criticiſm of the moderns, con- 
cluding with a wiſh, that they had lived 


in 


PREFACE. „ 


in the days of Longinus ; others, care- 
leſſly inform you, that the work before 
you is the looſe ſcribble of a vacant hour. 
But as theſe methods, notwithſtanding 
the frequency with which they are uſed, 
afford little or no protection, either to 
him that has genius, or him that has 
none, I ſubmit the following Collection 
of Poems, without further prelude, to the 


inſpection of that public, who know no 


intereſt either in protecting, or depreci- 
ating, the firſt attempts of an unfriended 
author.— 


I hope, however, that thoſe readers 
who are determined to withhold from me 
their good nature, will at leaſt indulge 
me with their candour, remembering the 
motto inſerted in my title page— 


« Be kind, ye judges ; or, at leaſt, be juſt.” 


Sheffield, Feb. 12, 1789. 
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Page 3 3— line 4, there is an omiſſion. AL AN Ac's ſpeech begins, 


ce Then briefly this | 
*Tis Alfred's preſence, &c. 


Page 120—line 5, „ England is free, and Denmark thou art 
ſall'n“ is the ſpeech of Gu THREm, not of Albanac, as inſerted. 
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PROLOGUE, 
WRITTEN BY. THE AUTHOR OF THE TRAGEDY. 


| —_—_—— 


Spoken by Mr, Miell. 


— tabarand 


(Advancing to the front of the Stage, as if delivering an 
: Apology.) 


ADIES and Gentlemen —l'm ſorry ſtay 
Be not alarm*d—for all I mean to ſay 

Is but a Prelude to this new-wrote Play; 

Yet, ere I dare our author's flights excule, 

Claiming indulgence for his untaught mule, 

Permit me round this little grozp to view, 


And catch the ſmart remarks of you“ and you. - 


And firſt, ye lads who ſcorn diſguiſe and art, 
Who bluntly ſpeak the dictates of the heart, 
And, like the gods, can bid your thunders roll, 
Or ſtrike new terrors to the frighted foul; _ 
E'en now, methinks, your would-be critics ſay, 
What !—a mechanic dare to write a play?“ 
While thoſe below, with conſequential air, 
Scarce deign to look at ſtage, or play, or player ; 
1 hear the critic-whiſper gathering round, 
And ſee the meaning ſhrug, and nod profound : 
While one exclaims, * He write a play! No—no— 
True, ſome may think it—T know—what I know 
| 9 
*Pit and Boxes. Gallery. 


4 | PROLOGUE. 


<« Tis a ſhrewd libel on this eaſy age, . 

And merits nought but hooting from the ſtage; 

The bad is lis—of that no trifling ſhare— 

„The good is borrow'd from Pray, fir, can you 

tell where? | 

But 'tis no matter, on ſome future day, 

&« Pl! point out all the Faults of this new play.” 
What if I now from jeſts like theſe refrain, 

Changing the play ful to a graver ſtrain, 

And give a fimile—or apt, or new, 

Muſt ſtill, dear urs, be left to you and you, 


When firſt the natives of this lefier world 
To gentleſt winds their feeble ſails unfurl'd, 
And in their flim-built barks aſſay'd to ride 
On the ſmooth ſuriace of tae flowing tide, 
With hands untaught they trembling graſp'd the oar, 
Fearful to venture from their native ſhore ; 


Till by experience more advent'rous grown, 
Dauntlefs they ſail'd in tearch of lands unknown, 
Tis thus the poet, who to-night alicys 

To catch the grateful tribute of your praile, 

On Sonnets, Odes, and Songs, his pow'rs employ'd; 
Till by ſucceſs and better hopes upbucy*'d, 

At length he dar'd to brave the Drama”. main, 

And give a thrice-told ftory o'er again: 


But if by critic-blaſts malign oppos'd, 
How ſhall he e'er “ attain the point propos'd?“ 
How, with his heart elate with honeſt pride, 
In conſcious triumph, ſmiling, ſtem the tide ? 
| Now, 


PROLOGUE. 


Now, while he dreads the fury of the wave, 
Tis yours, ye arbiters, to fink, or ſave : 

Let candour breathe for him her fav'ring gales, 
And kind good humour fill his ſpreading ſails, 
Till into port his bark propitious glides, 

And ſafe at anchor in the harbour rides; 

His boſom then with gratitude ſhall burn, 
Bart'ring its choiceſt treaſures in return: 
While this the ardent pray'r his lips impart, 


That “ each may find an ALFRED in his heart.“ 
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TO THE READER. 


AS the Story of Alfred, Ethelwitha, and 
Albanac—which forms a principal part of the 
two firſt Acts of this Tragedy—is not univer- 
ſally known to be hiſtorical, it may not be im- 
proper to inform the Reader, that it may be 
found in the French of M. d'ArnAvuD, nearly 
the ſame as in the following drama. Not only 
the ſtory, but a few lines, in the laſt ſcene of 
the ſecond AQ, are likewiſe from that excellent 
author, | 
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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 


SAXONS, ' DANES, 
ALFRED. | | GUTHREM, the Daniſh King. 
ALBANAC. | 

HALDANE, n 
EL RED, ee 


Sons te # HARDUNE 
ECBERT, | Sons to Albanae, ; NE, 


EDWARD, on Alfred. 


FITZ HUGH. | 
Officers, Soldiers, &c. 


ETHE LHA, Daughters 
to 
ETHELINDA, } Albanac. 


MATILDA, an Attendant. 


Time, near forty-eight hours. 


: 24K ae ae eee DE ok NS : 
* F F Pp * . 


— — 


— 


a Oe i o 
— — 
r 


— 


| 
il 
1 


— — — 
as 
- — 
AI. 22 N 
„ is 
— = 


_ , a 
\ - 


1 y 3 
LI _ I ve - 
ond A Re oo en ar RET "_— 
= 


SCENE I. 


A Gothic Caſtle ſurrounded with Oaks : At a diſtance 
the ſetting ſun. 


RI 2 — w = 4 
15 * 


ENTER ELDRED & EGBERT. 


ELDRED. 
f HE ſetting ſun has near withdrawn his 


beams 
From our fair Iſle : ſoon as the morning dawn'd, 
With him we roſe, with him we've toil'd all day, 
And now, with him, we've gain'd our deſtin'd 


goal. 
EGBERT. 


O we have had a glorious chace, as 


Ever day produc'd ! 
B | EGBERT. 
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ALFRED. 


ELDRED. 
— A glorious chace indeed: 
For we have hunted danger all the day, 
And with fatigue deſtroy'd the fires of youth. 


And where the recompence for ſo much toil? 
EGBERT. 


Health, health, my brother, is the glorious 

Recompence! the great reward which we en; oy ! 

With ſmiles, benignly ſweet, the blooming 
goddeſs 

Hovers o'er us; ſhe ſhow'rs her balmy treaſures 

On our heads, and ſtrews our ſteps with roſes, 

ELDRED. 

And ſhall we, Egbert, in theſe boyiſh ſports 

Conſume our manhood, till hoary age ſteals 

On us unawares, then drop into the grave 

Unnotic'd and unknown ? Can we, unmoy'd, 

Behold the ſufferings inflicted on 

Our fellow creatures, by thoſe blood-thirſty 
Danes ? 

The ſun but riſes to unfold new ſcenes of woe; 

The lover, mourning for his miſtreſs loſt, 


And the once happy parent, new-made childleſs, 
Wild 


48 J. Wy TR "og 

Wild with his wrongs, and raging for revenge: 

Can we ſtand tamely by and ſee all this? 

Nor lend our aid to drive thoſe bold invaders 

Of our peace back to their own domains? By 

| Heay/n, 

| ſwear ! our coldneſs tranſcends their cruelty ! 

EGBERT. 

But why a charge of coldneſs fix'd on me ? 

I had ere now been in the battle's front, 

And brav'd its utmoſt dangers, had not duty, 

Gratitude, and love, due to the beſt of parents, 

Stopp'd my career, and check'd my daring ſpirit 

With control, Haſt thou, my brother, then 
forgot | ; 

The charge which he repeatedly has giv'n to us? 

Never to join the war till he commanded, 

ELDRED. 

Then let us haſte to find him, fall at his feet, 

And, faſt'ning on his garment, implore his 

Sanction ; nor leave him, until he command, 

Or, at the leaſt permit us, to join the friends 

Of Alfred now uniting, and repel 


The rayages of thoſe opprobrious Danes. 
| EGBERT. 
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12 . 
EGBERT. 

Then lead the way, 
ELDRED. 


O reflect my brother, 
Should ſucceſs attend thoſe Daniſh arms much 
farther, 
Our blooming ſiſters may, ere long, be torn 
From our fond arms, to gratify their luſt — 
The very thought diſtracts me! 
Or thou, my brother, be faſt bound before me, 


Tortur'd with all th' excruciating pains 


Which their inventive cruelty can frame, 


Till their unfeeling hearts are ſatiated 

With thy puniſhment, and ev'ry ear be tir'd 

With the mulic of thy groans, then plunge the 

Murdring poignard in thy boſom, and lay thee 

Welt'ring in thy blood. Can my imagination 

Picture to itſelf this horrid ſcene, and yet, 

Unmov'd, look on till its tranſacted ? Impoſſible! 
EGBERT. 

Eldred, no more : thou haſt rous'd up all the 


Briton in me; thy words have nearly harrow'd up 


My 


487, _. + ?4eu6 13 


My heart, which pants to join the war. Hence- 
forth 
The rugged boar ſhall reſt ſecure in his 
Retreat, there undiſturb'd by Eldred and Egbert. 
Now tarewel ſports, and welcome war—Altred, 
And England!— | 
| ELDRED. 
Alfred, and England ! 
ELDRED & EGBERT. 

Death or victory! | 
0 (Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 
The Infide of the Cale. 


ENTER ETHELWITHA AND ETHELINDA- 
MATILDA FOLLOWING. 


ETHELVITHA. 
Matilda ! 


MATILDA. 
Madam. 
ETHELWITHA. 
What meſſenger was 
That, who but &en now, demanded entrance 
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14 ALFRED- 
At the outward gate? 
MATILDA. 


| An attendant on 
King Alfred, who bears a meſſage to your father, 
And, if I may be allowed to gueſs by 


What I ſaw, tis fomething of glad import. 


ETHELWiTHA. 
Heav'n grant it prove ſo! 
(Exit Matilda, 


SCENE III. 
ETHELWITHA AND ETHELINDA. 


ETHELWITBA. 

| O Ethelinda ! 
Let me uncheck'd, indulge th' emotions 
Of my heart : whene'er I think on Alfred, 
His virtues blaze with ſuch effulgence on 
Th' aſtoniſh'd ſenſe, that I am loſt in wonder, 
And know not how to praiſe the man I moſt 

admire. 

Yet oft, amid the raptures of my heart, 
I think on what he ſuffers, and lament 
His forrows wich a tear. 


ETHELINDA. 


Ad J. ALFRED. 85 15 
ETHELINDA. 
If an o'er-ruling Providence we own, 

Might not the impious arraign its juſtice, 
When they behold the fate of ſo much virtue? 
ETHELWITH. 

That were th' extreme of ignorance and error. 

Had his inferior, in ſoul, or act, 

Sway'd Britain's ſceptre in. theſe dangerous times, 

United forces, and contending broils, 

Would then have puſh'd Britannia from her 

throne, : 

And on her future progeny, perhaps, 

Entail'd perpetual ſlavery. But now 

Serene ſhe ſmiles, and, unaſſaiPd by fear, 

Enraptur'd views her guardian genius Alfred, 

In whom ſhe ſees united all in one, 

The warrior, conqueror, and the legiſlator ! 
ETHELINDA. 

With what then ardour, 

You contemplate this Monarch's character. 
ETHELWITHA. 

Who can be cool on ſuch a glorious theme? 


O 'tis the joyful, oft- repeated leſſon, 


ME, „ | 4k. 


A father's fondeſt care has kindly taught us. 

Does he not daily tell us of the wars, 

Ia which, combin'd, they oft have fought to- 
gether ? : 

So lively the deſcription that he gives, 

I think I ſee the king before mine eyes, 

And for a while ſuppoſe myſelf in battle: 

Then, when imagination cools, I think 

Upon the ſcenes deſcrib'd, and all I ſigh for 

Is to be an Alfred! | 

15 ETHELINDA 

Ethelwitha, 

J lack a part of your heroic ardour. 

Oft have I thought it ſtrange, that we, who grew 

Together in the womb, and hand in hand 

Have trod the path of life, ſhould have our ſouls 

Thus oppoſitely tun'd : you ſmile at each 

Deſcriptive ſcene of war; whilſt I can ſcarce 

Suſtain myſelf beneath the horrid tale. 

ETHELWITHA. 

If war was voluntary cruelty, 

J too ſhould melt like you; but when J hear 

Of Alfred's daring deeds, his courage in the field, 

_ Flis 


Py 


AS J. ALFRED. | 17 


His mild humanity to the ſubdu'd, 
His juſtice here at home, I then with rapture ; 
Contemplate the man, and ſee the hero N 


Tow'r into a god! 


SCENE IV. 


ENTER ELDRED AND EGBERT. 


ETHELIVITHA. | 5 


O Eldred, Egbert, Wh 

Brothers, dear to my heart as honour to the brave, 

Let me conjure you, no longer thus to waſte 

The fruitful ſeaſon of maturity 

In theſe inglorious ſports. Your country 

Claims your aid. | 

ELDRED. 

Nor ſhall the aid ſhe aſks from us 

Be wanting. *Tis true our influence 

Is not extenſive, yet what we can perform, 

Lacks not a heart to prompt, or hand to execute, 
| ETHELWITHA. 

Heroic youth ! the ſpirit of an Alfred 


Breathes in thee ! GE 
2 N EGBERT. 
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18 ä ALFRED. 4 J. 
EGBERT. 

What if a father's voice reſtrain this ardour ? 
Say, ſhall we then break thro? thoſe bonds of duty 
Which the hand of heav'n has plac'd *twixt child 

and parent? 
No, no—it muſt not be. We ought not to 
Engage, cen in a cauſe like ours, without 
A father's ſanction. 

:  ETHEIWITHA. 
And do you then deſpair of that? 

He knows too well the value of his country, 


And his king, to bar them from the aid your arms 


Might give. Nor is he of a ſoul ſo mean, 


As to retain you here 
In careleſs inactivity, enjoying 
What the blood of others purchaſes, 


ELDRED. 
See, here he comes! 


ENTER ALBANAC. 


ALBANAC. 
Joy to my heart! to all 
" 


AA I. F 19 


My houſe be joy! Alfred, that truly great 
And pious prince, this evening reſts beneath my 
roof! | 
ECBERT. 
Indeed! _ 
ELDRED. 
Propitious hour! 
ALBANAC. © : 
Retire, my daughters; | 
And with all haſte prepare the ſumptuous ban» 
quet ; i 
And let your zeal to ſerve the king, be ſuch 
As beſt may ſhew the love we bear him. 


ETHELWITHA. 
In that, my Lord, our zeal can ne'er be wanting; 
Since inclination gives the ſpur to duty. 

(Exeunt Ethekvitha and Ethelinda. 


ALBANAC, ELDRED AND EGBERT. 


Q 


ELDRED. 
Now Egbert, let thy grateful heart, to heaving 
That opes this golden opportunity, 


Pour forth its thanks. ; 
EGBERT, 


. l k 

1 

5 

' 

i 

#8] 
4 . 4 
1 
1 
1 
7 

1 
418 
: 4 

' 

. 
N 
* 

1 
nb 
1 | 
ns 
$4 . 
A 

Km 
Ly . 

1010 
a, 

# 

"I 

it 
* 

# þ 1 . 

i 

1 
7 17 
1 

1 
7. i 

15 
* 

"2&1 

: 

15 8 
8. bs l 
a 1 
s t 
"© 
1 

5 f 

3 

„ 

1 

q nt 

FP - o 

We - N 

71 
5 | 

* 

— 

wh 

N 
F 0 
ö a 
. 

! n 

gd 


* 2 IR 
4 RO...) - 
— hw IE > — — ++ — 
7 1 * . 1 
FA 9 2 
* — G 


lj ; 
j 
: 
+1 
* 
*. 
* 
* - 
* 
1 
VI 
- 
N — 
1 
+ 
Ky 
1987 
* 
«4 © 4 ” 
j - 
4 2 
3} 
* 
28 . 
WA 
Ir; 
48 
* 
e 
: | 
3 & 
| Wh 
+ EB 
I iz 
7 
15 
o 
* 
8 
> &* 
8 
12 
3 
1 by 
* 
z j 
? * 
* 
{ 


EE IBS - LY A B GW 
— ey 
922 3 
* _ 


50 ALFRED. OD 
| EGBERT. 
The heart, replete with raptures 
Such as mine, proclaims its gratitude in 
The expreſſive eloquence of ſilence. 
ALBANAC. 
What means this mixture of ſurpriſe and j Joy? 
Ts it becauſe the opportunity 
Affords a friendly conference with your 
Matchleſs ſovereign ? or teems the moment 
With ſome new adventure ? Nay, pauſe not, but 
reply. | 
ELDRED. 
Firſt then, much honour'd father, we implore you 
To forgive the reſolution we have 
Dar'd to take: the which, if not approv'd by you, 
Tho the ſevereſt conflict ſhould enſue 
Betwixt our wiſhes and obedience, 
Muſt die as it tranſpir'd, 
ALBANAC. 
Proceed. 
ELDRED. 
But now, 


Juſt as we reach'd the caſtle gates, reyolying 
| In 


387, mm x 
In our minds the pleaſures of the day : mix'd 
With diſcourſes of the fate of Alfred; 
And of the complicated crimes, committed 
By thoſe daring Danes, thoſe rude invaders 
Of our Peace; of violated maids and matrons; 
Of murder'd ſons, and parents; 
Of broken leagues, and unregarded vows: 
And, as the gen'rous heart, humanely makes 
Another's woes its own; rous'd at the fancy'd 
Cries of ſuffering Britons, we then reſolv'd 
To give what aid we could, a voluntary 
Tribute to the cauſe, the poor declining cauſe 
Of god-like Alfred, 

' ALBANAC. 
Sons, I approve a thought ſo worthy of 
Your fire! This night will Alfred be my gueſt. 
And ere he joins the camp you ſhall be number'd 
In his train. For heaven forbid I ſhould 
Deprive my country of that aid which moſt 


It needs! 
| EGBERT. 


I thank you from my ſoul! 
ELDRED. 
Fighting 
Be- 
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Beneath the approbation of a father, 
And on the fide of juſtice, an hoſt of foes, 
Unto my ſingle arm oppos'd, have not 
Suffrient power to damp my courage 
With an ill-tim'd tremour. 

ALBANAC. 

O how you olad my heart ! 

And add new pleaſures to declining age! 
You know, my children, with what tenderneſs 
J love you; and always hop'd to ſhew you 
To the world, a bright example of the 
Unerring prevalence of education. 
Have I not taught you all the paths of honour ? 
And fondly ſtrove to plant within your memories 
This glorious precept, that “ Virtue only, 
Is the road to bliſs, or fame,” Have not I taught 
Your ſympathetic hearts to melt at the 
Diſtreſs of others? 


ELDRED & EGBLERT. 
With gratitude we own it. 


AT. BANAC, 
And now I reap the fruits of all my care! 


You 
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| You are as noble as the wiſh would have you; 
And ſoon your courage muſt be put to teſt, . 
For ev'ry morrow brings new expectations 


Of the Danes approach: 


Whilft we, in readineſs our forces hold, 4 


To give them battle at a moment's warning. 
Not far from here, | 
In a rude place, ſurrounded by a large moraſe, 
And hid from public eye by buſh and brier, 
The faithful friends of Alfred lie conceal : 
Thither, to-morrow, we attend the king; 
Intent to wait the great, deciſive blow, 

That extirpates the Danes, or ſets, alas! 


The Britiſh crown on Guthrem's head. (Sound) 


Hark! the Bugle ſpeaks the king's approach: I'll _ 


hence, 
And give him welcome, 
(Exit Albanac. 


SCENE VII. 
ELDRED AND EGBERT. 


ELDRED. 
Now my brother; ere long 
| The 
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The Clarion's ſwell ſhall marſhall us to join 
Our country's wars—then both together ſtart, 
Corivals in one great, and glorious purſuit . 
The bliſs of thouſands here, and millions 
Yet unborn !— 
: „ 


_ See the king! 
{Eldred and Egbert retire to the farther part of the ſtage.] 


SCENE VIII. 


ENTER ALFRED AND ALBANAC. 


ALBANAC. (Speaks as entering ) 
This language, over-rapt'rous as it ſeems, 
May be to you diſguſting: and yet, my liege, 
It is alone the heart of loyalty 
Which prompts it. 
ALFRED. 
I know it Albanac : and what 
In thee appears thus amiable, would, 
From another tongue, ſavour too much of 


Flattery and adulation : but from thee 


AX J. ALFRED. 


I take it, as it is, the warm effuſions 
Of an honeſt heart, unpractisd in the ways 
Of fawning fycophants. 
ALBANAC, 

By heaven! your preſence, 
Join'd with theſe endearing marks of friendſhip 
Unimpair'd, joys me as much as when, in 
One engagement, fide by fide we fought, and 
Drove thoſe Daniſh chiefs, Haſtings and Leff, 

back 
To their own domains; or, in conjunction 
With the valiant Odun, tore from the hand 
Of warlike Hardune, the magic ſtandard 
Wrought by Ivar's ſiſters : that ſtandard which 
So oft has led the ſuperſtitious Danes | 
To undeſerving victory ! 
ALFRED. *  -. 
O, had 
That pow'rful blow drove from my plunder'd 
realms 

The numerous herd of thoſe attrocious Danes, 
U had indeed been happy ! 


ALBANAC. 
D . 
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ALBANZC. 
Been happy! 
And what prevents it now? 


ALFRED. 


— 


O Albanac ' 


The loſs of empire, which theſe invaders 


Threaten me withal, ſeems but an airy nothing, 


When ſet in competition with the bliſs 


Of thouſands. Nay I could travel barefoot 

Thro' my realms, and from the icy-hand of 

Charity reccive a needy ſuſtenance, 

Could I, on terms like theſe, ſecure a people's 
good. 

But now my country groans beneath the ſcourge 

Of tyrant conquerors, ſay, how can I be happy? 

Since on my ſubjeRs bliſs I build my own. 


ALBANAC. 
It cannot be! I feel, I feel your cauſe: 


But what's the lateſt news? 


AL FRED. 
Laſt night arriv'd my valu'd friend Fitzhugh. 


Long 


4, An.” 27 


Long had he watch'd the motions of the Danes, 


W ho {till their march inclin'd to our retreat, 


Unconſcious where we lay. Soon as advantage 


Dawns upon us, beſtowing on our arms 
An added potency, I mean to give 
Them battle, check their career, or periſh in 
The attempt. 
| ALBANAC. 
And ſuffer me, my liege, ſtill more 
To aid my country's cauſe : two ſons I have, 
Who from their infancy have been train'd up 
To virtuous thoughts, and early deeds of man- 
hood; 
do requeſt you take them to your ſervice, 
(preſenting his ſons) 
And may the God of Heav'n proſper their youth- 
ful arms. | | 
ALFRED. (Embracing Eldred and Egbert.) 
In this embrace, young men, let friendſhip's bud 
Be grafted in our hearts, not to be blaſted 
By the pow'r of time, nor the viciſſitudes 


Of fortune. You wed a ſinking cauſe! 


ELDRED, 


= _ * w- Re. _— 4 b; 
ERS” We EE TAE IEICE 
f 20-0 — — —— — 
Lu ” wager 2a, * — — — - , £ 2 
3 5 = r 


. ALFRED. 7 


ELDRED. 
We would not wed proſperity alone, 
And flee at changing fortune, like pearly dews 
Before the riſing fun. We have eſpous d 
A cauſe we glory in; and the great ſummit 
Of our wiſh is its proſperity—But, + 
My gracious lord, let deeds, not words, trumpet 
Our loyalty. | | | 
AEFRED, © 
Such thanks be yours, as hearts 
Replete with gratitude, return for benefits 
Receiv'd. To-morrow you attend me to the 
camp. 
ALBANAC. 
Then fhall the cares of war begin : this night, 
My liege, we'll dedicate to ſocial joy, 
And friendly converſe ; talk o'er the many 
Battles we have fought, and, pleas'd, anticipate 
Our future fortunes. 
ALFRED. 
Thus arm'd, as we are, 
With the ſword of reſolution, and the 


Protecting armour of defenſive juſtice, 


What 


A J. ALFRED. — 


What can we not effect? The time is coming on 
When, like the ſun, emerging fro: a cloud, 
We ſhall beam forth with renovated luſtre : 
And, tho' we periſh in th' approaching wars, 
Our kindred fouls ſhall join above the ſtars! 


(Exeunty 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACTI, 


SCENE I. 
A Gothic Hall. 


ELDRED AND EGBERT MEETING 


EGBERT, 
1 me, Eldred, haſt thou ſeen our 
father? 
And what are his commands? 
ELD RED. 

O how it rends 
My heart to be the meſſenger of woe ! 
Something uncommon labours in his breaſt : . 
He ſcarce could ſpeak; and when I afk'd the 

cauſe, 
Penſive he ſtood, and heav'd an heavy ſigh, 
Which ſhook his aged frame : nor did he even 


note me. 


His 
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His ſteps were ſometimes haſty, ſometimes flow; 
Folded his arms; his eyes poring on earth; 
Or lifted elſe, as if for aid, to heaven. | 
EGBERT, 
All indications of a tortur'd mind ! 
O heav'ns! Did you not preſs to know the 
cauſe ? : 
ELDRED. 
' 


did, but all in vain. See here he comes! 


SCENE II. 


ENTER ALBANAC. 


ALBANAC. 
This is the tranſient ſtate of human happineſs. 
Short-f1 guted mortals when a calm appears, 
Embark their future joys on the deluding ſea 
Of expectation; nor ſee the rocks and ſands 
Which lurk keneatht the ſurface of the tide, 
To wreck the freighted bark. Fool that I was! 
To fancy happineſs within my reach, 


Or think a mortal perfect! 
ELDRED. 
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ELDRED. 
If we offend not 

To enquire the cauſe of theſe reflections, 
Aad emotions 

ALB #NAC. 

Offend ! O you can ne'er 
OFend: you were created good to give 
A conitant pleaſure to my heart, and add 


£ ccumalating joys to my increaſing years. 


When the bright beam of life friſt dawn'd upon 


you, 
You, at your mother's breaſt, imbib'd her virtues, 
Which, rip'ning with your years, have reach'c 
maturity. 
My daughters, too but there, 'tis there I am 
Moſt wiciched. | | 
ELDRED. 
In what, my lord, have they offended ? 
Are they not gentle, grateful, and obedient, 
Even to the with : nor know they a defire 
But what originates with you. i 
ALBANAC. 
All, all! it is not their offence—and yet 


EOBERT. 


48-17, ALFRED. | Iz 


EGBERT. 
| Why do you pauſe? Proceed. 
ELDRED: 
Rack not our hearts 
With this ill timed delay, ſo painful to 
Vourſelf, and to your ſons. 

ALBANAC. 
'Tis Alfred's preſence blaſts my promis d joys, 
And pains my aged heart with grief unutterable. 

| EGBERT. 
Impoſſible! 
ELDRED. 
And can it be? Can he, whoſe preſence glads 
Beholders' eyes, whoſe goodneſs cheers their 
hearts, 
And, but laſt night, diffag'd a ſeeming joy 
Thro' all our houſe, now give its maſter pain? 
But what can theſe ambiguous terms contain ? 


What of your daughters? ? what, our royal gueſt ? 2 


ALBAVAC. 
You know full well to pity the diſtreſs'd : 
And yet, tho' mild humanity has fix d 
Her empire in your hearts, {till are you ſtrangers 
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30 ALFRED. 48 IT. 
To the nice feelings of a tender father, 
Who trembles for the virtue of his child. 


Did you not ſee with what a wanton eye 
This Alfred view'd your ſiſters ?. 


ELDRED. 
I mark'd it not. 

EGBERT. 1 
Nor I, my lord. 
| ALBANAC. 
It was the eye of love, not of eſteem ! 
And, while the wars in which we fought together 
Engroſs'd my ev'ry thought, and dwelt upon 
My tongue, his theme was all Ethelwitha. 
O ſhould he dare to ſeek amuſement in 
Our infamy—the very thought diſtracts me! 
And gives a pang acuter far than could 
The keeneſt dagger! 

ELDRED. \« 

He cannot, ' dare not 

Mean it! What, violate the ſacred lays 
Of Juſtice, which he himſelf eſtabli{h'd ? 


It cannot be! 


EGBERT, 


. 
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EGBERT. : 
But what can juſtify 
So groundleſs a ſuſpicion ? : 
 ALBANAC. 


Alas! my ſons, 

You know but little of the world: 
The ſceptred monarch, or the titled lord, 
Act with impunity thoſe, monflrous crimes 
Which brand the peaſant with unceaſing infamy. 
Kings prior to our Alfred we have had, 5 
Renown'd for piety and good affections; 
Yet held a group of blooming beauties theirs ; 
With whom, at the magnetic call of paſſion, 
They ſpent the toying hour. Diſhonour brand 

them | | 
For it! and ſuch, alas! I fear, will prove 


Our preſent ſovereign. 


ELDRED.. 
Can no expedient 
Then be hit upon, which will lay open 
All his heart before you, and free you from 


The horrors of imaginary ills ? 


ALBANAC, 
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| ALBANAC. (Aſter a pauſe) 
Do you, my ſons, withdraw, and with all haſte 


Inform your ſiſters I require their preſence. 
(Exeunt Eldred and Egbert, 


SCENE III. 


ALBANAC SOLUS. 
 ALBANAGC. 
Yes, I will try this ſovereign ;. this noble, 
Or ignoble youth, againſt whoſe honour 
No indictment ſtands. Alfred is yet but young; 
And youth, when prompted by the charms of | 
beauty, 
Will oft o'erleap the barriers of right. 
This cuſtom, too, 
Whoſe magic power ſanctions abſurdities, 
And gives to vice the angel-garb of virtue, 
May lure him from himſelf, As yet, where'er 
he gaes, 
His ſubjects round him throng to ſee this beſt 
Of kings, this paragon of men, and almoſt 
Weary heav'n with prayers for his ſafety. 


Een liſping babes are hourly taught to pray 
For 
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For bleſſings on him. Can he then be unjuſt, 
And meditate the ruin of my child ?— 

No more of this !—Conjefture will involve me 
Faſt in a labyrinth devoid of end. 


SCENE Iv. 


— — 


ENTER ETHELWITHA AND ETHELINDA- 


ETHELWITHA. 

Wherefore, my father, are we ſummoned here 
With ſo much haſte ? Wherefore that R 

look ? 
That heaving ſigh? O ni me! Are Toy not 
well? 
Or does ſome latent grief, to us unknown, 
Deſtroy your peace, and rankle in your heart? 
| ALBANAC. 
Ethelinda! give me your hand; and yours 
Ethelwitha. Do you. remember vet 
The virtuous leſſons, which that dear ſaint 
Who was your mother, oft-times deliverd .to 


ou ? 
7 ETHE x 
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1 ' ETHELINDA. | 
They are ſtamp'd indelibly upon our minds, 


Nor can the pow'r of time &er root em thence, 


ETHELWITHA. 
And when our paſſions prompt us to go wrong, 
They then appea! to monitor our ations, 


And pointus out the path which leads to honour. 


ALBANAC. 
Then anſwer me; and may the goodneſs of 
Your dear, departed mother, prompt the reply ! 
What if ſome youthful monarch, rich as this 
World could make him, and back'd with pow'r, 
potent 

Enough to awe one half the world; What if 
He woo you to his arms; tell me, could you 
Conſent to mingle ' mongſt his train of wanton 
Beauties, and break a father's heart ? Speak you, 

Ethelwitha. 
ETHELWITHA.. 

No! tho' he lay 

His riches and his laurels at my feet, 


Preſent his crown, and unaffected love; 
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If then repugnant to a father's wiſh, a 
J would refuſe them with a Stoic's calmneſs. 
ALBANAT7. | 
Bravely reſolv'd! But what ſays Ethelinda ? 
ETHELIND A, 

My lord, you gave me being, and Cer ſince 
Have cheriſh'd me with a kind parent's care: 
Both gratitude and love compel my few _ 


Defires to move in uniſon with yours. 


ALBANAC, (Embracing them.) 
Let,me embrace you both'! O my children! 
With what parental extacy I fold you 
In theſe aged arms: and yet, amid this 
Tranſient gleam of joy, a ſomething hangs 
Around my heart, which prompts the ſigh of 
anguiſh, | 
ETHELW ITHA. 
O give me then the cauſe of your diſtreſs; 
It any thing remain for us to do, unfold; 
And taſk our utmoſt pow'r. 
ALBANAC. 
O you are 
All 
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All that I can wiſh ! Your mother's virtues 


Shine anew in you; her goodneſs waims your 


hearts. 
I know you faſhioned to my will; and I 
Will tell you all. But mark me well: Laſtnight, 
A night my ſangu ine hopes had fraught with joy, 
Prov'd fatal to my peace, and darken'd the 
Bright proſpect once before me. 
Had Alfred view'd you with the paſſing 5 
Of cold indifference, what pangs had then 
Been ſpar'd me. But, oh! It was alone the eye 
Of love; his looks pourtray'd his foul. *Twas 
you, | 


'T was you, Ethelwitha, on whom he gaz'd 


With all the ardour of a ſighing lover. 


ETHELWITHA. 
What can we fear? Is he not Alfred till ? 
The ſame, great object of your admiration ? 
Have not his virtues prompted oft your praiſe ? 
And do not een his foes confeſs him noble? 
Pitying the man whom they themſelves diſtreſs, 
Envy, when ſhe beholds him, ſinks in ſilence; : 


And Calumny forgets her wonted rancour, 
Can 
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Can then a rapturous ſpeech, an ardent gaze, 
Provoke ſuſpicion in a breaſt ſo conſcious 

Of his worth as yours? O, my father! let not 
Such trifles thus alarm you. 


ALB ANAC, 
2 The fear of loſing 


What we wiſh to keep, alarms us ever. 

Fear is a tax entaiFd on the poſſeſſion 

Ota much-priz d gem: a tax which all muſt pay! 
I fear for you, my daughters, and myſelf; 
fear the diming of my houſe's honour. 
Alfred alarms me! 

And if my fears inform me right, he has 
Afealy felt the force of love: if ſo, 

| He may, perhaps, diſdain the marriage chain, 
And treat the thought of an alliance here ; 
With ſcorn, What then is the alternative * 


Love ſtops at nought. Should it be fo, and he 
have fix'd gn 

His eyes on you for ſuch a ſhameful purpoſe, 

It would diſtract me quite, A father's arm— 


( Laying his hand on his favord, and looking 
alternately at his daughters ) 


O my children! I cannot ſpeak my purpoſe, 
F ET HEI. 
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T read it in your eyes. Behold me here 

A willing victim: draw forth your ſword, and 

Plunge it my boſom —its point will meet 

A heart, too proud to live a life of infamy 

And too exalted far to ſtain a father's honour, 

ALBA NAC. 

And think'ſt thou then, my child, this hand 
could wound 

That tender boſom on a mere ſuſpicion ? 

Yet were you dearer to me than you are, 

Rather than let you live for ſuch a purpoſe, 

This arm ſhould lay you breathleſs at my feet; 

Theſe eyes, unwater'd, watch your parting 
breath ; 

And then this aged frame ſhould glory in the 
deed. | | 

Go; haſte to your apartments, put on your 

Sable weeds, and meet me here again—away. 
| (Exeunt Ethelwitha and Ethelinda. 


SCENE 


AA IL ALFRED. 7 | 43 


SCENE IV. 
8 
MANET ALBAN Ac. 


ALBANAC. 
cannot live in doubt. Ves, I will probe 
This Alfred to the heart; reclaim his wand'ring 
thoughts; 2 
Or lay the guiltleſs victim of his wiſh, 
Welt'ring in blood, far dearér than my own. 
(Exits 


SCENE V. 
Another Apartment in Albanac*s Houſe. , © 


— — 


ALFRED, ETHELBERT, AND EDWARD, RISING FROM 
THEIR SEATS. 


— —-— 


ALFRED. 
Prithee, Ethelbert, ſpeak not thus again. 
Thy warm, enthuſiaſtic ſpeech, in praiſe 
Of beauty, would fan the ſparks now kindling 
In my heart, to an ungovernable flame, 
Did not the Stoic apathy of Edward, | 
| 1 Who, 
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Who, quite inſenſible to beauty's charms, 
With ſtern philoſophy retard its progreſs. 

5 _ EDWARD. 
My liege, you do me wrong : 1 ſpeak of beauty 
AS a ſecondary quality, RC 
Gives new charms to virtue. | 
And yet, tho' ſuch its eflence, its brighteſt rays. 
Are but as moon-beams in a cloudleſs night, | 


Which pleaſe the eye, but never reach the heart. 


ALFRED. 
Such was the language of the ſage Oſreda 
The venerable friend and tutor of my youth. 
Chance firſt directed me to where he dwelt, | 
Tn a rude cave, with ivy overgrown, 
Precluded from the buſtle of the world: 
There frequent have I ſtole on haſty ſtep, 
Intent to hear the precepts, which he ſtrove 
To plant indelibly upon my mind. 
Oft would he ſay, 
&« Beauty alone is but a tranſient flower, 


Soon withers, and as ſoon forgot: But virtue 


Bids defiance to the rayages of time ; 


A 


= 
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A ſmiling cherub fits enthrow'd above, 
To regiſter with joy its ev'ry act, 
And be its paſſport to eternal foveets: 
Aud tho' a caiual error ſtain the page, 
Virtue's next act obliterates the record.” 
O thou bleſt hade of him I lov'd, and long 
rever'd, ; 
Watch o'er my ev'ry ſtep, and guide me fill 
To virtue! | 
| EDWARD. 
And would the ſage Oſreda, then, 
Have counſel'd you, in moments ſuch as theſe, 
To think of love ? 
ALFRED. 
Conſummate beauty claims 
The ardent ſigh, the tribute due perfection. 
J had beheld our Saxon, Daniſh, and 
Our Britiſh maids long time unmoy'd, but when 
1 fo the fair Ethelwitha, in whom | 
Enchanting ſweetneſs, and an awe-inſpiring 
dignity, | | | 
Are ble ded with ſuch perfect harmony, 
How could I chooſe but love ? 
: ETHEL.- 
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ETHELBERT. 
And what, my liege, can bar its conſummation ? 
Are not you a king? and is not ſhe the 
Daughter of a ſubject ? Nay more, of your ſub- 
ject, too. 
I think you might command her, 


ALFRED, 
Command her! 


No! were ſhe the meaneſt ſubject in my land, 


Still ſhould her love be free, nor meet com- 


puliion :* 


Beſides, fo delicate the texture of 


My paſſion, that I ſhould loath th embraces 
Which flow'd but from command, 


ETHELBERT. 
If I offend, my liege 
ALFRED. 
Thou ſay'ſt, Ethelbert, that I am a king 
Does, then, the name of king tolerate one man 
To exerciſe an arbitrary tyranny 
Over the mind and body of another ? No : 


"Tis not the ſaintly look which makes the ſaint. 
Nor 


* 
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Nor does the flowing robe, the rich enamell'd 
crown, 

Or elevated title, make a king: 

There is a principle within, ſomething divine, 

A ſpark from heav'n, which dims at ev'ry act, 

Not ſanctioned by approving juſtice. 

Kings are the legal delegates of heav'n : 

And ſhall we, then, break down the barriers of 
right, : 

And plunder thoſe heav'n meant us to protect? 


I ſhudder at the thought ! 


ENTER SERVANT. 
SERVANT. 
A gentleman without 


Claims audience of the king. 


ALFRED. | 
Say what the man 
Who aſks admittance at this early hour ? 
| (Exit Servant, 
ALBANAC. (Without ) | 
I, my lord! ” 


SCENE 


ALFRED. | Ad II. 


SCENE VI. 


— — 


ENTER ALBANAC, LEADING HIS DAUGHTERS.—IN 
HIS HAND 4 DRAWN SWORD. 


ALLRED:. 


Heav'ns! what do I fee! 
ALB ANAC, 
A father, ſir, 


Whoſe honour is far dearer to him than his life. 


ALFRED. 


But what can this unuſual ſight portend ? 


ALBANAC. 

Why I have thus intruded on your privacy, 
I ſhall explain: You are a king, and I | 
Your ſubject, not your flave: Pardon, my liege, 
The freedom of my ſpeech. You know from 

what | 
An honourable houſe I am deſcended : 
As the remaining guardian of that honour, 
It now becomes me 


To ſpeak my ſentiments without reſtraint. 


ALFRED, 


- 
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| ALFRED. 
Let me hear all that thou would ſt wiſh to ſay. 
AAN. . | 


I may have err'd, perhaps, in my conjecture . 
And yet the fix'd, and ſingular attention 
With which, laſt night, you ey'd my daughters, 
And various other circumſtances noted, | . 
Have alarmed me. I need not tell you how 
A tender father doats upon his children; 

Yet if the mad idea has poſſeſs'd your brain, 
(Which heav'n forbid!) of bringing a diſhonour 

On my family, this ſword ſhall inſtantly 

Prevent th' impending ſhame ;—this hand ſhall 
plunge it 

Into the boſom of the unfortunate, 

Vet willing victim. But if a pure, and 
Honourable flame, be kindled in your breaſt, 
And if an alliance with my houſe be not 
Deem'd unworthy of Royalty, chooſe, name her 


Whom you would wiſh to honour. 


ALFRED: 
Albanac, 


Your nobleneſs recalls me to myſelf; 
Gi Love 
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50 . ALFRED. Ad II. 
Love might, perhaps, have led me from the paths 


Of virtue: you point me out my duty, 


And I obey its dictates my choice is fix d, 


Irrevocably fix d; for long ere now 


Have I beheld your blooming daughter with 
A lover's eyes, and ſigh'd to call her mine: 
Nor can | | | 
The policy of ſtates prevent our union, 
Beautiful Ethelwitha, here is my band; 
Can you—will you accept it ? 
ETHELWITHA. ' (Giving her hand) 
You honour me 
Too much, my liege, nor know I how to anſwer 
As J ought. 
ALFRED; 
This, this ſhall anſwer for you. 
(Kiſſing ber hand) 
With tranſports, never felt till now, I claim you 
For my wite, and partner in the cares of empire. 


ALBANAC. 
Now all my fears are vaniſh'd into air ! 


ETHELWWITHA. 


To ſay I am not proud of ſuch an honour ; 


Or 
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Or to affect a coldneſs, would het hots” 
My feelings. To be the wife of Alfred; 
To call him by that tender, and endearing name | 
Of huſband, tranſcends the utmoſt limits of my 


wiſh, 


ENTER SERVANT. 


| SERLVANT, 
A gentleman, who calls himſelf Fitzhugh, 
Aſks entrance to the king. 
(Exit Servant. . 
ALFRED. 
Admit him. 


His quick return ſpeaks ſomething of importance. 


SCENE VII. 


ENTER FITZHUGH. 


ALFRED. 
What news, my valued friend? impart it freely. 


HHO. 
The time, my liege, requires the utmoſt vigilance. 


At 


At length the reſtleſs Danes have found a biking 


place, 
And pitch'd their num'rous tents Fore! where the 


rivers, 
Thone and Parret, join their friendly ſtreams; 


Not twice five hundred paces from our camp. 


ALE RED. 
They have not ſure. diſcovered o our retreat? 


FITZH UGH. 
Nor can they: tis ſo ſecur'd by marſhes, 


Fens, and trees, that they who know it not. 


would ne'er 


Imagine it the reſidence of men. 


ALFRE D. 
*Tis well—Edmas! 


EDWARD. 
My liege— 


ALFRED. 
Take thou theſe letters, 
And ſee 1 ſafe delivered, as directed. | 


EDWARD, 


J will, my liege. 


4 l. Mn. — 


| Ann bh 
| Let us immediately withdraw, and thens 
Conſult the means of a an attack on thee 
Audacious Danes. 
But firſt, moſt venerable Albanae, . | 
Inveſt me with a legal claim to call you father, 
The binding names of ſon, and huſband, 
Will give accumulating power to = {word, 
And bleſs me with ſucceſs. 
_ ALBANAC. 
Thus, then, I join 
Your hands together; and glory in the ſon 
W hich this propitious hour has given me. 
But come, my liege, the time requires diſpatch, 
ALFRED. | 
And ſhall be honour'd with moſt due attention, 
Whether a calmneſs of the ſoul, preceding 
Moments of importance, 
Forebode miſcarriage or ſucceſs, I cannot tell; 
Yet ſomething whiſp'ring in- my ear, informs me 
Conqueſt will ſoon be ours, which ſooths my 
| ſoul to peace, 
And when ſurrounded by the noiſe of war, 
11 My 


ALFRED, AA IT, 


$4 


My thoughts ſhall till be fix'd on thee, Ethel- 


I 


haz 
Before mine eyes thy matchleſscharms ſhall glow, 


wit 


Till laurel wreaths have deck'd my conq'ring 


br OW. 


(Exeunt, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


ACT 10. 
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ACT III. 


SCENE I. 
A Gothic Hall. 


. 


9640, — | 


ENTER ALBANAC AND ETHELWITHA: 
ALBANAC. | 
O My daughter! with what language ſhall ! 
| ſpeak 
The tranſports of my heart? So full, ſo con- 
ſummate f 
The joy I feel, I think it but a dream; 
And ſcarce believe my ſenſes, When they tell me 
My child is England's queen. 
ETHELWITHA. 
| But let not that 
Tranſport you : the noble mind, intent on deeds 
Of honour, regards with coldneſs, or diſdain, 
Thoſe ſplendid titles which faſcinate the ſouls 
Of 


\ , \ 


e et} ©: 
22 1 — 5 


E 


8 


On the tranſcendant dignity of virtue. 


How could you doubt his honour ? 


56 ALFRED. „ HT. 


Of meaner mortals; and fixes her ambition 


If ſo, my father, O how can you deſcend 
To be the proſelyte of ſound ? 


ALBANAC. 


| 5 Becauſe 
In England's queen J ſee the wife of Alfred! 
; ETHELWITHA. | 
Tis that, and that alone, has charms for me! 
There my ambition centers The wife of 
Alfred! 
At that glad ſound my ardent ſoul takes fire, 


And macd'ning tranſport revels in my veins! 


-  ALBANAC. | 

O, Ethelwitha ! 

Tho' ſlight the warrantry, yet ſuch its nature, 

That here I ſtand acquitted and condemn'd. 

*Tis wrong to tarniſh honour with ſuſpicion; 

And yet, Ethelwitha, ſuch the anxiety 

A father feels, each trifle is a dagger 

To his peace, But of this, my child, no more: 
The 


— 
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The ſtorm is paſs d, and all again is calm. 

Where have you left the king? 
ETHELWITHA. 

Immur'd in his 

Cloſet, conſulting with himſelf how he 

With moſt advantage may attack the Danes. 

Sometimes, as if ſecure of ſucceſs, | 

An honeſt joy would animate his frame, 

And ſport on ev'ry teatyfe. 5 

Next would deſpondency—O ſad reverſe! 

Cloud o'er his brow, and prompt the penſive ſigh. 

Something important claims his ey'ry care : 

J left him half reſolv'd; on what I know not. 

ALE ANAC.. | 
dee! here he comes, cloſe wrapt in thought 


profound. 


SCENE II. 


ENTER ALFRTD. 


ALFRED. 
It is at length determin'd ! the attempt, 


Tho' dangerous and daring, muſt be made. 


H The 


1 | ALFRED. i 142 Ir. 


The animating ſmiles of Hope, which point me 


To ſucceſs, have fix d my reſolution— 


ETHEUTITHA. 


On what, my lord? 


ALFRED: 
Thou here, Ethelwitha! 
ETHELVITHA, 
Impart your purpoſe freely: Tell me, my lord, 
What daring, and wht dangerous attempt 
You are reſolv'd to make? Of ſuch you ſpoke— 
But now— | 
ALFRED. 
Hear me, my love, and as thou think'ſt, 
Applaud me, or condemn; ſpeaking without 
reſerve, 
Unbiaſs'd by affection, hope or fear. 
Ere night once more reviſit Albion's ifle, 
Wrapt in a cloſe diſguiſe, TI mean to enter 
Guthrem's camp; obſerve his fituation 
And his ſtrength 3 where lightly guarded, and 
where 
Prepar'd for an attack. 
ETHE;. 
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ETHELWITHA. 
You cannot ſurely mean it ! 
ALFRED, 
Unalterably fix'd!_ 
 ALBANAC. 
It muff not be, my liege! 
ALFRED. 
Fears I have none! hopes innumerable. g 
But what if each ſtood doubtful in the balance, 
"I were well, een then, to venture. Could I 
attain the end, 
The means I would attempt, tho? ey'ry ſtep 
Was fraught with open danger. 
ETHELWV ITHA. 
Be not ſo raſh. 
Your life, my lord, at this important juncture, 
Should not be hazarded with ſo much danger: 
For if diſcoverd, all will then be loſt. 
Think, too, upon the tortures which await 
Detected ſpies. 
ALFRED. 
| Shall, then, the dread of what 
Futurity may bring, deter me from my purpoſe? 
Never 


* 1 


* 
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Never, Ethelwitha! The wretch who lives in 
fear, | 
Ever induſtrious to fly from danger, 
Creates himſelf the miſery he ſhuns; 
Beholds a ſerpent lurk in ev'ry ſtep, 
And dreads a hurricane in cry breeze. 
. ALBANAC. 
Then hear an old man ſpeak. 
Tho' J admire and ap laud your purpoſe, 
There is a raſhneſs in it I condemn. 
Your life is of the utmoſt value to your 
| Subjects, and ought not to be ſported with : 
On that, my liege, depends the fate of Britain, 
AL”RED. 
Then will the God of Heaven protect it! 
| | ALBANAC, 
Behold in me a veteran, old ſoldier, 
Juſt ſoking to the grave; as ſuch, my liege, 
Of an inferior value: Let the diſguiſe | 
Be mine; then, tho' I meet the common fate 
Of ſpies diſcover'd, I ſhall but reach the graye 
A tew years ſooner, and England be no loſer, 


ALERED. 


Ag, Hl. MIR. Gr 


| ALFRED. 
This is too much. Generous old man, with 
Tears of grateful joy I thank thee; and yet 
[t muſt not be: Urge me no more I am 
Reſoly'd; nor prayers, nor tears ſhall move me. 
ALBANAC. | 
I have done. 
ETHELWITHA. 
Go then; and, O ye pow'rs above! 
Renown'd for juſtice, piety, and virtue, 
| Shield from all harm, your ſole reſemblance here 
on earth; 
And as you view the motive with the act, 
O crown him with ſucceſs! 
AZFRED. (Embracing ber) 
Thy pray'rs, Ethelwitlia, 
Shall reach attending heav'n, and call down 
Bleſſings on me. 
ALBANAC, 
Since you are bent, my liege, 
On the attempt, diſpatch were neceſſary: 


There are no moments to be loſt, 


ALFRED, 
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ALFRED. 

ERS | Exe T 
Return from Guthrem's camp, you may expect 
TY arrival of young Edward, with meſſages 
From thoſe few valued friends, to whom he bore 
My letters but this morning. 

ALBANAC. 
What, then, are your 
Commands ? 
ALFRED. 
The earls of Odun, Anglia, 
And Lenox, whoſe troops are ready now en- 
camp d, 
Pre order'd to aſſemble here: you, under 
Cover of the night, may, unobſerv'd, attain 
Our cloſe retreat; and there, on my return 
From Guthrem's camp, will I attend you: within 
We will prepare the requiſite diſguiſe; 
And, then, Ethelwitha, a ſhort adieu. 
_ "(Exeunt Alfred and Ethelwiths, 


ALBANAC, 
Heroic youth! when England's good thy zeal 
Demands, 


ar. 23 
Demands, no other cares are thine. i Pardon, 


Pardon me, Heav'n! that I have dar'd ſuſpect him. 
5 (Exit Albauac. 


rern 


2— 


SCENE III. 
De Daniſh Camp. 


ENTER HARDUNE AND ARVAR- 


— — « 


ARYAR. 
Lou need not urge it more: I know it well; 
And think it ſtrange that Guthrem ſhould ſo 
ſoon | 
Forget to whom he owes ſucceſs in Britain. 
| © HARDUNE. © 
] tell thee, Arvar, gratitude he ſcorns; 
Nor does he chooſe his friends from their de- 
ſerving : 
Elſe why am I degraded and abus'd, 
While this inferior Haldane lords it o'er me, 
ARY AR. | 
Tis whiſper'd, if ſucceſs attend our arms, 
| A 
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A treaſure; more important than the princeſs, 
Will ſoon be his. | | Fe 
; HAIRDUNE. 
Why wilt thou name it, Arvar 3 
T know 'tis ſo deſign'd by Denmark's king: 
But I have ſtill my hopes, and will again be 
heard, ; 
ARNR. 
J fear in vain— What ſays Criſtina ? 
HARDUNE, 
Obdurate woman! 
ARYVAR. 
But ſee, th* ungrateful monarch, 
And his favourite Haldane in cloſe converſation. 


This way they bend their ſteps, 
HARDUNE. 


Arvar, withdraw: 
J will again accoſt him, and tell thee all anon. 
Away! I'll meet thee at my tent. 


(Exit Arwar. 


SCENE 


a (0. 4 
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ENTER GUTHREM AND HALDANE. 


GUTHREM. 
If my foreboding heart divine aright, . 
Ere long, my friend, thou ſhalt behold me ſeated 


On the Britiſh throne; and this imperial Alfred 


Made my captives And ſoon as that propitious 
hour 
Arrives, claim thou, for thy reward, the crown 
Of Denmark. 
HALDANF. 7 
You know, my liege, for whom I fight, 
For whom I bear, untir'd, the fatigues of war. 
Criſtina's ſmiles : 


To me, have more attractive charms than crowns 


Or conqueſt :. give me but her, my liege, I ak 


no more. ; 
© GUTHREM. 
For that, and that alone, is ſhe from Denmark 
now, 
1 HAL. 
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I know it well. But love like mine, my liege, 

Is all impatience, and admits not of delay 

If I not preſs too much upon your goodneſs, 

Let this day's ſun behold our hands united, 
HAR DUNE. (adwvancing) 

You will not, ſure, conſent to his requeſt ! 

CUTHREM, 

Thou here, Hardune! It is not well to lurk 

Thus ſecretly, intent to overhear 

Our private converſe. I like it not—But, 

To the queſtion—Conſent to his requeſt! _ 

Why not? Thou know't he is a noble ſoldier; 

What greater claim can he poſſeſs? If more 


Be wanted, he loves her with the moſt enthuſiaſtic 


ardour,—_ 
It muſt be ſo. 


\ 


 HARDUNE. 
If love, my liege, have any claim 
To your regard, I dare preſume to ſay 
None loves like Hardune—and, for my ſeryices— 
GUTHREM. Wo 
Thy ſervices, indeed! *Tis well to boaſt of them. 
| Haſt 
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Haſt thou forgot, then, that inglorious day 
Which loſt the Ivar's ſtandard : a toſs thy 
Former victories but poorly paid for. 

HARDUNE. 
I know 'twas fatal to the cauſe of Denmark 
More fatal {till to me. I knew its value long, 
And long defended it againſt an hoſt of foes; 
Till, at the laſt, a blow from Alfred's arm 
Laid me for dead amid a multitude of lain. 
Nor do I bluſh that I was conquer'd, when 
reflect upon my victor; this, with 
The chance of war, my liege 

GUTHREM. 
The chance of war! O, menial to urge it. 
There is an harſhneſs in the name of chance 
Which grates upon a ſoldier's ear. But hold 
We wander from the purpoſe; attend my 
Final anſwer The ſacred rites of marriage 
Shall this day, by my command, unite the hands 
Of Haldane and Criftina—Reply no more— 
am refolv dd _ 

HARDUNE. 
Why, then, was I inſtructed to expect 

THE 
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The envy'd honour, of your ſiſter's love ? 
Had you not proniis d me her hand in marriage, 
My daring hopes had never ſoar'd thus high. 
But now, how cruel is the diſappointment } 
GUTHREM, 
Do I not tell thee. I have chang'd my mind. 
HARDUNE, 5 
But then, your word 
Remonſtrate no farther ! 
My inclination is the only law by which I act. 
Retire, or dread my frowns. 
HARDUNE. 
I ſhall not diſobey You, 
Henceforth let honour be a ſtanding jeſt, N 
And gratitude be made a but for ridicule 
Let ſervile flattery alone be favour'd ; 
While merit lies neglected and forgot, 
Degraded, ſpurn'd, and treated with contempt. 


If thus you uſe the friends who moſt have ſer vd 
you, 
Alfred your idle menaces may ſcorn, 
And laugh ſecurely at your empty fury. 
(Exit Harduno. 


SCENE V. 
GUTHREM AND HALDANE, 
GUT HREM, 

UnparalleFd effrontery ! Now, by our arms 
1 ſwear ! paſs but another day, ſome mean 
Shall be devis'd to curb this anger, and make 
Reſentment Ringleſs ! Haldane, thou know'ſt I 

ws OTE | OOTY: : 2 
Suſpected long this Hardune, auce my faw'rite 

chief, 
Of giving ſecret ſaccour and intelligence 
To Altred's friends: this thy reports have fas 

vour'd. 
Now, whether our ſuſpicions- riſe om reaſons 

good | 
Or no, 'tis not for me to ſay; but if 
Theſe eyes can look into the heart of man, 
He is a Villain: | 

HALDANF. 
I fear it much, my liege. 
And we 1 beſt keep wary watch on all 
His actions, or, too late, we may repent it, 
GUTHREM, 
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GUTHREM. 
It ſhall be ſo.— 
But come; within Criſtina ſhall attend us. 
There will T join your hands together : and, 
Ere the ſun reſigns us to the ſhades of night, 
The prieſt with holy rites ſhall make you one. 
-HALDANE. 
So great a bounty claims my gratitude z 
And, if a zeal to ſerve you belt can ſhew it, 


Be that alone the touchſtone of my truth. 
(Exeunt Guthrem and Haldane, ' 


SCENE VI. 
 Hardune's Tent, 


ENTER HARDUNE AND ARVAR. 


— — 


| HARDUNE. 
Curſe on this fortunate, inſinuating 
Haldane! My temper might, perhaps, have 
brook'd | 
The loſing of my royal maſter's favours, 


Had he not, too, 
Sup- 
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upon me in the affections of Criſtina. 
'Tis that has rous'd the fiend Revenge within 
My breaſt, which rages to be ſatisfy d: 
And ſhall be ſatisfy d! This Daniſh camp, 
Ere long, ſhall feel my * and Guthrem 5 
Curſe his folly! 
ARYL AR. 
Why will you ſuffer, thus, 
This headſtrong paſſion to deſtroy your reaſon ? 
Since fair Criſtina ſpurns your proffer'd love, 
Go view, once more, our country's blooming 
dames, | | 
And breathe the ardent ſigh where it will be 
repaid, 1 
HAR DUNE. 
And chinkeſt thou, then, = love ſo groſs of 
texture, 
As to have but woman for its object ? 
No ! the fair Criſtina taught me firſt to love, 
Nor will my niggard heart confeſs another, — 
O! did I own the potency of Alfred, 
Soon ſhould my legions face our Daniſh king, 
| And 


* 
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And: TO him'to vive up my promis d bride! 
ARVAR. 


Be . raſh! | | 
| HARDUNE. | 
Remonſtrance all is'vain! 
But even now I told him of the promiſe he Mad 
giv ny 
And urg'd the ſervices Which I had done kim 
But all to no effect! 
ARA. | 
What his reply? 
HARDUNE. 
Told me he was determin'd to unite 
Her hand, this day, to Haldane—Nor could the 
Dagger's point, or the fell adder's bite, 
Inflict a wound replete with equal torture! 
O! Arvar, could ſhe have felt the pang it gave 
me, 
Her nature, ſtubborn as it is, would own 
The force of pity; and, pity ing my woes, 
Exert her pow'r to redreſs them! 
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| ARFAR. 
What anſwer made ſhe when, but now, you 
claim'd | 
Another hearing ? 
 HARDUNE. 
Cold, ſenſeleſs woman ! 
But it may teach me to forget her—O ! the 
Is form'd without one atom of her ſex's ſoftneſs, 
And knows not what it is to love. | 
ARPAR 
| And can ſhe, then, 
Without or ſigh, or murmur, beſtow the hand 
Which you ſo long have hop'd for, on another ? 
ARDUNE. 
Her heart is adamant. 
In vain I urg'd the ardour of my paſſion; 
In vain J fued for pity at her hands; : 
In vain pourtray'd the feelings of my heart : 
Unmoy'd ſhe heard my plaints—then calmly 
told me— 
„The village maid, whoſe lot was circumſcrib'd 
by fate 
K . „ 
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To moye within an humbler, happier ſphere, 
Might fix the ardent wiſh, as paſſion ſway'd ; 
Indulge the ſoft emotions of the heart, 

And, where ſhe lov'd, beſtow her willing hand: 
While thoſe of royal blood, knew no defires 
But ſuch as flow'd from motives politic, 

And urgencies of ſtate,” Such was her anſwer 
Cruel, unfeeling woman! 9 1 5 


ARYAR. .. 
Be more a man : 


Call up your pride, and make her know that you 


Can ſcorn the love which you ſo late have ſued 


for. : 
HARDUNE. 


Impoſſible ! I cannot, Arvar,. ſpeak or act 
Thus foreign to my heart—Haldane has little 
Cauſe to boaſt the treaſure he has wreſted 
From me. Twas got by villany, and muſt 
Be kept by force. Thou ſhalt immediately 


Attend, and ſummon him to. meet me. Then 
will 3 | 
] taſk him openly, and be, if poſſible, 


Unleſs his anger fleep—he dies, 
Exennt, 


Reveng'd 


% 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 


r 
W Tent, 


SCENE I. 


ENTER HARDUNE. 


—— —— 


HARDUNE. 
He“ mean and abject muſt that wretch 
appear 
Who meets, for reſtitution or defence, 
The man his villany has wrong'd—and ſuch 
Is Haldane, I know him cool of blood, not 
Eaſily provok'd—and yet, if the ſmooth veil 
Of irony, ambiguous taunts, or all 
The turbulence of rage can rouſe his anger, 
He meets my ſword, and expiates, in death, 
The injuries he's done me. (Walks afide.) 


SCENE 


. 
—_— — 2 — _ 
— 
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SCENE II. 


ENTER HALDANE. 


HALDANE, 
If you have waited here on my account 
Let want of pow'r to attend you e 
Be my apology. 

HARDUNE. 

Twixt friends like us, 
Apologies are needleſs : leave them to thoſe 
Who mean and act in a diſhonourable 
Manner—For me, if I may be allow'd 


To eftimate, from circumſtances, the value 


Of a favour, this meeting claims my gratitude, 


*Tis ſtrange, by Heaven! a wond'rous conde- 


ſcenſion, 


. You thus ſhould deign to quit Criſtina's arms, 


Or waſte a thought on me ! 
HALDANE. 
When I was ſummon'd here, I little thought 
That you had purpos'd, previous to my coming, 
| To 
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To abuſe me; elſe you had wanted now- 
The object of your anger, | 
HARDUNE. 
O, you miſtake 


My meaning: I put Jefighi dto let you know 
That favours never paſs unnotic'd bj 
The grateful—But if your heart informs you 
You have merited my taunts, why take them, 
 HALDANE. 
Conſtrue it not into a demonſtration 
Of my guilt, that I have underſtood your 
Meaning; and, fince I read your purpoſe in 
Your eyes, tis beſt we part, that we may be 
Hereafter better friends. (Going) 
HARDUNE. 
By Heav'n you ſhall not ”__ 


I charge you hear me out ! 
HALDANE. 
No! I have heard 
Too much already : my temper may, perhaps, 
Be warm as yours what, then, muſt be the con- 


ſequence 2 


HARDUNE. 
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You fear me, then —tis well fear is for guilt 
A fit companion ;—but, let me tell you, fir, 


By That, tho' you fly me now, 'tis not within 


The power of our Daniſh monarch, or 


His perfidious ſiſter, to ſhield you long 


From ample retribution. 
HALDANE. 
Raſh, unthinking man! 


But, ſince you are « duoc to be heard 


Wherefore this waſte of rage? 


| HARDUNE. 

3 | You know that you have wrong'd me: wrong'd 
4 me deeply 

Done me ſuch complicated injuries, 


—— ne IS 
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That, were you maſter of the world, not all 
Fhe favours which the hand of pow'r, un- 
reſtrain'd, | 
Could heap upon me, would atone them ! 
HALDANE. 

You are too warm : temper your rage, and | will 
Anſwer to the charge. 

HARDUNE. 


Have you not wrong'd me? 
HAL- 
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 HALDANE. 
In what ? Do . 6 
HAR DUNE. 
In what! aſk your own heart ; that will 
Inform you beſt—But, leſt the heart, depravd 
As yours, refuſe its office, this tongue ſhall be 
Its herald, and proclaim the wrongs you've done 


me 
Vou have ſupplanted me in the affections 


Of Criſtina, by the moſt menial artifices; 
Artifices, which an honeſt man would bluſh | 
To think of: and, with the envenoming breath 
Of Calumny, which ſwells the ſlight miſtake 
To a coloſſial crime, blaſted the favours 
Of my king, when I, with eager hand, prepar'd 
To reap the harveſt, | 

HALDANE, 

If, by your conduct, 
You have loſt what you ſo long poſſeſs'd, why 
Fix the blame on me ? The ſmiles of kings are 
purchasd with ſucceſs, and lofl with negligence. 

HARDUNE. 1 EL 
And dart thou, then, inſinuate that the | 

III 
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Ill fortune of the Danes was owing all to me; 
*Tis true I loſt the Reafen : What of that ? 
Had but my troops preſery'd their wonted 

courage, _ : | 
Conqueſt had ſtill been mine. 


But who could animate ten thouſand cowards, 


Big with the thought, that Heay'n was arm'd 


againſt them ? 
You watch'd the opportunity, exaggerated 
All my faults, and upon my misfortunes 
Roſe to power. But I will be reveng'd ! | 
Thou ſhalt not riot long amid thoſe charms 
Which were deſign'd for me; nor baſk within 


The tranſient ſunſhine of a prince's ſmiles. 


HALDANE, 
T have obtain'd the favours of my king, 
And (which is more to me) Criſtina's hand, 
Without reſource to what my ſoul abhors; 


Nor ſhall this arm be ſlack to vindicate my rights. 


 HARDUNE. 


Aye! with the aid, the powerful aid of Guthrem : 
Thou 
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Thou ſmooth-tongu'd flatterer ! diſſembling 
Villain! | 75 | 
HALDANE. „ 
This is not to be borne! (Draws his ſword half 
out, then, after a pauſe, returns it.) 
eee (Draws) 
What does 
Y hy coward hand refuſe its office? 
Draw forth thy ſword, and meet me if thou 
dar'ſt, | 
HALDANE. (Draws) 
Dar'ſt this to protect my honour. 
( F. git. 


SCENE III. 


ENTER GU THREM AND ALFRED.—ALF RED DISGUISED 
AS A MINSTREL. 


GCUTHREM. ( Ruſting betwixt Haldane & Hardune ) 
Deſiſt, I ſay. „ 
HARDLNE. 
Confuſion! 
GUTHREM. 
What can you mean ? Is this 
A time for theſe unnatural broils For ſhame ! 
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248 For ſhame ! degenerate warriors—W arriors - 
oh I almoſt bluſh to call you ſo. What could 
ll Beget this outrage ? One of you anſwer me! 
* HAL DAN. 
ip Il do confeſs, my liege, our rage has hurried us 


Too far But had you heard th' opprobrious 
terms „ 


With which the angry Hardune branded me, 
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You then would pardon what you now condemn. 
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GUT HREM. 
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Did not thy ſervices crowd on my memory, 
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Such magnitude, that, were it known mongſt 
Alfred's friends, it were enough to ruin us. 
Diſſentions are as gangrenes in a camp. 

And far more fatal to the cauſe we own, 

Than to the caravan thoſe ſultry blaſts 
Which ſweep Arabia's plains.— 

How could you, then, ſo far forget your duty 


To your country and your king Haldane, 


"twas wrong. 


[To Hardune] But what can you alledge to palliate 
the offence ? | 


HARDUNE- 


1 N. „ 600 

HARDUNE. 
Nothing. The wrongs I have ſuſtain'd will 

juſtify 

My conduct. 

GUTHREM. 

Unthinking man ! Is this thy 

Beſt reply ?—Withdraw this inſtant, elſe. I 
May puniſh the offence as it deſerves. 

HARDUNE. 
And am I, then, forbid to murmur at my wrongs ? 
And is my zeal to ſerve you thus rewarded ? 
I have a ſoul, my liege, like other men; grateful 
For benefits conferr d—But if oppreſs'd with 

wrongs, 1 
When conſcious of its merits, diveſts itſelf 
Of all its wonted ſoftneſs, and thirſts to 
Be reveng'd I Turning to Haldane. ] 
You are protected now—'Tis well. 

Another time you may not be thus fortunate. 
(Exit Hardune. 
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SCENE Iv. 


GUTHREM, HAL DANE AND ALFRED. 


: GUTHREM. = 
Inſolent man! 133 | 
Come near me, Haldane, I know this Hardune 

well; ; 


There is a danger in his raſhneſs, gainſt which | 


We ought to guard with niceſt policy. 


Ere long he ſhall again return to Denmark : 
There let him vent his rage at will ; we {hall 
Have nought to dread; but here it may proye 


fatal. 
We will confer within —Dennis : 
ALFRED. 
My liege. 
GUTHREM. 1 
Paſs but an hour or two, I ſhall expect thee 
At my tent; ſee thou attend. | 
ALFRED. 
I will, my liege. 
(Exennt Guthrem and Haldants 
SCENE 


SCENE V. 
ALFRED. 


Succeſs now dawns upon me, Theſe private 

broils — | 
Strengthen my hopes, and gratify my wiſh : 
Theſe aid me to ſubdue my enemies— 


But more muſt yet be learn'd. 4 Going.) 


SCENE VI. 


ND 


ENTER HARDUNE. 


—— 


HAR DUNE. 
Stranger, return! 
[Eyes him attentively from head to foot! 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt, 
ALFRED. . 
Why, who ſuſpects me 
For another 
HAR DUNE. 
I do—Nay more —I know thee 
For another. That menial garb but ill 
Supplies the place of regal purple, 
This 
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This penetrating eye not only ſees | 
The perſon, but the purpoſes of Alfred, 
Tho), like th' unpoliſh'd diamond encruſted 1 
With meaner matter. 

ALFRED. 

Hah ! am I then diſcover! 

HARDUNE. 

Thou art: think thou I can ſo ſoon forget 
The man who robb'd me of my laurels ? 
J little thought to ſee the ſacred perſon 
Of a king—a king like Alfred too, degraded 
Thou know'ſt thy fate. 


To a ſpy 


ALFRED. 
. Is, then, the hope 
T fondly entertain'd, of driving hence 
Away theſe Daniſh plunderers, fruſtrated 
In its birth ?—Farewel thou poor diſtracted 


Country, —torn with invaſions, rapes, and mur- 
ders: 


No more muſt Alfred be thy legal ſovereign! 
And thou, Ethelwitha, my fecond care, farewel! 


For never muſt theſe eyes behold thee more. 


Thou 
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Thou great Supreme ! extend thy powerful arm; 
And, O, avert th' accumulating ſcenes | 
Of horror which my fears pourtray ! then I 
' I-ſhall die contented. 
 HARDUNE, 
Can the exalted ſoul 
Of Alfred then deſpair ? 
ALFRED. 

| I know too well 
The common fate of ſpies, to hope for pardon 
From you—a pardon which my ſoul diſdains 
To ſue for, even if ſuing would obtain it. 


Come, lead me to your prince; the blood of 
Alfred, | 
Will be a luſcious banquet for his cruelty 


And fell ambition. 

HARDUNE. 

Vet hold awhile, and hear 
What I ſhall ſay As yet thou art made known 
To none but me. 
ALFRED. (Afier a pauſe ) | 

. hope ſtill dawns 
On my diſtreſs—a mad idea has | 
Poſleſs'd. 
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Poltifva my brain, and my alpiring ſoul 


Shall give it birth. [Draws a dagger, and ſeizes Fardune, 
Thou now behold'ſt, in me, 


The deſperate champion of my country, 
Cut off from every reſource, ſave this 


Swear to protect me thro? your camp, till we 


Have paſs'd th' extremeſt cetitinal— If thou 
Refuſe, thou dieſt ! 
HARDUNE. 
Be not ſo deſperate! 
ALFRED. 
No other mean remains ! 
HARDUNE. 
Yet, ere thou ſtrike, 
Think what the impartial page of hiſtory 
Will give to after times. Will it not ſay, 
The king, who, for his country's good, became 


a ſpy, 
At Iength, to fave his life, committed murder? 


ALFRED. 
Hah ! 


HAR DUNE. 


Nay, be not thus appall'd, but ſtrike; 
1 


] am prepar'd : come, bury deep thy dagger 
In my boſom ! | | | 
ALFRED. | 

| At that my ſoul recoils— 
Yet ſomething muſt be done, and inſtantly—— 
Then give to me a ſword, and let me fight thee 
Singly, point to point—If I then fall, my country 
Too falls with me; if not, I can retire | 
Undiſcover'd to my camp. 

 HARDUNE, (Giving his ſword) 

Thus I reſign 
Myſelf, unarm'd, into your hands, and ſwear 
By every power which Saxons, Danes, 

Or Britons reverence! to guard thee hence 
With ſafety ! and, ere thou goeſt, I will 
Entruſt thee with a ſecret of importance. 
J hate this Guthrem, and his general, 
They have degraded me; and I, if poſſible, 
Will triumph in my turn ! 

ALFRED. 

What do I hear? 


HARDUNE, 


go „„ om 
HARDUNE. 

No counter-ploting ſubterfuge, but the 

Plain oracle of truth. _ 

ALFRED. 

Yet hold! ere thou 
Proceed, reflect how mean the wretch, who 
Binds himſelf to what he means not to perform. 
Think too, that honour is a ſtronger tie 
Than duty : on that alone I now rely. 

| | Returning the ſword.] 
If thou, beneath the ſmiling ſemblance of a 
friend, | 
Premeditate my ruin, ſeizing the 


Bleſt occaſion to regain a ſovereign's ſmiles : 


Or it, allur'd by the bright proſpect 


Of ſome diſtant good thou ſhould'ſt deceive 
me | 
HARDUNE. 2ſt 
May all the torments of another world be mine! 
Suſpect me not; but hear me out, intent 
On what I utter. | 
This Guthrem, whilſt I fought his battles with 


Succeſs, paid me uncommon honours, and yow'd 
To 
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To give me, to my wife, his beauteous 

Siſter. His ſmiles were turn'd to frowns, 

His promiſes forgot, when thy more pow'rful 
arm | 5 

Depriv'd me of the ſtandard, wrought with holy 


Incantations, by the three ſiſters of 
Imperial Ivar; that ſtandard, which my ſoldiers 
Vainly thought was fraught with magic pow'r— 
Doſt thou obſerve me ? | | 
ALFRED. 
With moſt profound attention, 
HARDUNE. 

'Twas then my fortune chang'd—my troops no 

more | 
Were animated with the hopes of conqueſt ; 
No more they fought with courage; no more my 
Prince's ſmiles attended my endeavours: 
Inſtead of theſe, this Haldane, a man, who 
Long had ſery'd beneath, was rais'd above me. 
What blinded policy! The ſacred word | 
Of kings was violated; I was forbid 


My love; and Guthrem, but this day, beſtow'd 
: . Her 
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Her hand on Haldane May vengeance ſeize them 
For it! | 
ALFRED. 
Alfred has heard thee with amazement, 
And knows ſome portion of thy ſtory 
But too "UL which to the whole imparts the 


Colouring of truth—But what is to be done ? 


| HARDUNE. 
J will conduct thee hence—thy perſon here 
Be known to none but me; but firſt give car 


To what I utter Collect thy force together, 


And on the morrow—hold—W hat ſtep was that? 


ALFRED, 
J heard it not. Had we not beſt retire 


To a more convenient place ? We are 
Too public here—dangers unſeen lurk round us. 
HARDUNE. 


No ; here are we the moſt ſecure from obſerva- 
tion. 


To-morrow we our annual feſtival 


Shall hold, in honour of our gods. That day 
Each ſoldier quits his duty, 


If ; 


And reſigns himſelf to mirth and jollity. 
All 
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All then will be diſorder and confuſion. 


Collect thy troops together, and, ere one half 

The day be paſs'd, make the aſſault upon 

The right o'th* camp; there will I join thee with 

What friends I can command—F ollow me, PH 

Point thee out the way thy troops may paſs 
unſeen, | | 


{Excunt, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT. 


Alfred"s Camp. 


— 7 


SCENE I. 


TT ES 


ENTER ALFRED AND ETHELWITHA. 


— — 


ALFRED. i 
Hs? could I hope, Ethelwitha, to meet 
Thee here? how wiſh thee to exchange th 
father's . | | 
Peaceful roof, for the rude clamours of a camp— 
A camp furrounded with inveterate foes. 
To find thee thus, my love, prepar'd with open 
arms 
To greet me, is more than ere my fondeſt hopes 
Pourtray'd; and, tho' a needleſs proof of thy 


Affection, joys me beyond expreſſion. 


ET HEL» 


* | | 
ART. ALFRED. ; 95 
ETRELWIT HA. 
Nor ſhould I be deferving your regard, 
Did not my bounding heart confeſs the tranſport 
Mutual, and beat with equal extacy. 
ALFRED. 
Angelic woman ! [ Catching her in his awd 
ETHELWITHA. 
And yet amid the joy that revels here, 
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] tremble for the dangers you have paſs'd : 


——— 
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And, even while I fold you in my arms, 


Can ſcarce believe you ſafe, 
ALFRED. | 
The dangers IJ have paſs'd ! 
O, name them not, my love; they owe their 
horrors 
To imagination ; that buſy faculty, 
Which, if let looſe to roam at large, makes &en 


The common caſualties of life appear 


Tremendous— Tis that which clouds the ſun- 
ſhine | 
Oft our days, portending future ſtorms. 
But let not us, Ethelwitha, become 
T he 
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The votaries of folly, and deſtroy the pleaſures 
Of the preſent hour, by thinking of the fature, 


— 


Or the paſt. 
ETHELWITHA. 
If on the iſſue of this laſt day's act 
Hung doubtful Alfred's life, and England's good, 
Would you not think me loſt to ev'ry ſenſe 
Of duty, love, and patriotic virtue, 
If I had paſs'd each intervening hour 
Twixt then and now in cold indifference, 
And known no anxious thought when laſt we 
parted ? 
Then, even then, 


Tho' fancy pictur'd to itſelf each danger 


You have cop'd with, and happily ſurviv'd; 


Believe me Alfred, ſoon as the firſt alarm 

Subſided in my breaſt, and reaſon reaſſum'd 

Her wonted reign, rather than have retarded 

Your deſign, I would have urg'd you to the bold 
attempt. | 

O! 'twas a glorious act, and worthy 

The exalted ſoul of him who gave it birth! 


ALFRED 


AT: ALFRED; 

OO ALERED: 
O. name it not, my love; *twas trivial | 
In its nature, and with eaſe effected. 4 

ETHELWITHA. 
Great ſouls, accuſtomed to heroic deeds, 
May think but lightly of their nobleſt, 
Beſt exertions; but ſtill the world, not long 
To be deceived, will weigh with niceſt care 
The acts of monarchs, appreciate their value, 
And give to high deſert the well-earn'd laurel: 
ALFRED. 
What you miſterm deſert, appears but duty. 
Kings are, in fact, the ſervants of the public, 
And are, if not to them, reſponſible = 
To a ſuperior being, whom I confeſs 
With reverential awe, and ſupplicate for aid. 
ETRHELWITHA. 

Combin'd with ours, a nation's pray'rs ſhall riſe ! 
O, thou Supreme Diſpoſer of events, 


Friend of the virtuous, protector of the weak, 


Make thy almighty power ſubſervient 
To our with, and fill the meaſure of our hopes. 


ALFRED. 
N 
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ALFRED. : 
Amen, with all my heart! And now, my love, 


Farewel ! the few ſhort moments are elapſed, 


Which conſummate affection, ſtole from other 


cares, 


To paſs with thee. 


e 


SCENE II. 


ENTER ALBANAC. 


TE = 


ALBANAC. 
Haſte, haſte, my liege; your troops are all pre- 
par'd, | 
And wait, with anxious expectation, your com- 
mands— 5 
ALFRED. 
Nor ſhall they long, my lord, remain inactive. 
Our march muſt be as ſilent as the midnight 
hour 
Soon as we reach the foe, 
I make the firſt aſſault near Hardune's tent, 


Which lies on the extremity o'th' camp: 
You 


pf ALFRED. 


' You wait the unfurling of my banner, 
Borne by Egbert, then burſt upon their centre, 
ALBANAC. | 
And if this heart of mine, not much addicted 
To prophetic greeting, augurs aright, 
Conqueſt will ſoon be ours. 
ALFRED. 
Heav*n grant it prove ſo! 
| [Turning to Ethelwitha] 
A ..\t embrace, my love, and then farewell. 
| ETHELWITHA. 
O, my Alfred, let me conjure thee 
By all good pow'rs, to think, amid the {laughter 
Of to-day, on the reward decreed the merciful ; 


Spare all thou canſt; make not the parent child- 
leſs, p 
Or the child an orphan, unleſs compellV'd 
By ſad neceſſity. : 
ALFRED. 
Ethelwithaz 
I thank thee for thy caution, tho? tis needleſs, 
Wheneer I think on the untimely fate 
Of thoſe who die in battle, and thoſe who, 
Living, mourn their loſs, my blood is chill'd 
with 1 Horror; 
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Horror: and yet, oppreſſion muſt be ſtopt, 
Rebellion cruſh'd, and the deſigns of cruel, 


And ambitious men, fruſtrated in their Hirth: 


When theſe, my love, ſurround us, a partial 
evil 

Muſt be done to gain a general good, 

J can no more—my duty calls me hence, | 

And theſe are moments which I dare not ſport 
with, 


Farewel ! 
( Exit Alfred, 


5 SCENE III. 
ö | FE ALBANAC AND ETHELWITHA. . 


ETHELWITHA. (Looking after him) 
Angels protect my love, and deck 


His brow with laurels! 
: ALB ANAC. 
Ethelwitha, my child 
ETHELWITHA. (Embracing her father) 
Farewel : pals but ſome few ſhort hours, and we 


Shall meet again. 
| ALBANAC: 


ALFRED, 10 
ALBANAC. 
O, my child! oft have 1 
Parted from thee on that important hour 
When honour call'd me to immediate battle, 
But never with ſuch feelings as aſſail 
Me now : I tremble leſt theſe aged arms 
Sould never fold thee more. | 
| ETHELWITHA. 
Waſte not a thought 
On me, put hence this moment; and, as you 
prize 
Your country's good, watch oer the life of 
Alfred, 7 


O, my father! think me not loſt to ſenſibility 
Becauſe J ſpeak thus harſhly—No; I have 


A heart as tender as your own, a feeling 


As refined ; but to indulge it now, were 
Highly criminal Farewel! 
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ALFRED. 


SCENE, IV. 


MANET ALBANAC. 
AAV 
What, ſhall a woman 
Boaſt more courage than the ſoldier, whoſe 
veteran arm 
Has oft been try'd in war's ſevereſt conflict! 
It muſt not be. Ye fooliſh fears away ! 
Nor longer prey upon a parent's heart, 
Too finely fram d! Tis done—and now to meet 
the toe ! | 
(Exit, 


SCENE V. 
The Daniſh Camp. Hardunc's Tent, 


ENTER HARDUNE, FOLLOWED BY AN OFFICER. 


| HARDUNE. 
Awa7, away, nor importune me more! I am 
refoly'd, 
OFFICER, 


At 5. ALFRED, 


OFFICER, | 
I haye my anſwer then. = 
| HARDUNE, 
You have! 
(Exit Officer, 
Tis ſtrange! 
That Arvar meets me not! He will not ſure 
Beſides 


Betray me He dare not do it 

It is his intereſt to ſerve me: for 

What has he to hope from Guthrem ? the man 

Who treats the thoughts of gratitude with 
ſcorn, , | 

And ſpurns the aid, by which he roſe to conſe- 
quence | | 


And power, 


SCENE VI. 


ENTER ARVAR. 


HARDUNE. 
Come to my arms thou only faithful man, 


Which thirty years experience hath giv'n. 


Henceforth our fortunes ſhall be one. 


ARV AR, 


10 | ALFRED" a7 


| ANR. 1 
They have been kindred dong: with you I profs -, 


per'd RE” 
And, with you, degraded fell; and now, with 
you, | 
Embark for new adventures, 
HARDUNE, 


f 


Proſperity 
Again reſumes her ſmiles, and woos us to be 
Happy. A troop of choſen friends await-within, 
Determin'd now no longer to abide | 
The haughty inſolence, and ſtrange caprice, 
Of Denmark's king. I ſounded them at diſtance, 
And found them what I wiſh'd: then bound 
them by an oath, | 
Inſtant to follow me to better fortunes. 
What think'ſt thou, now, of Guthrem ? 
ARV AR. 

He ſoon muſt fall. 
A meſſenger of his juſt paſsd me as 
I enter'd here Came he to you? 


HARDUNE, 
He did. 
. ARFVAR, 


—_— 
ARF-AR. 

„„ And what 
* The purport of his errand? 
 HARDUNE. 

: + To aſk, forſooth; 
My preſence at the banquet. - | 
4 | ARV AR. 


* 


; 9 


* 
" 


What anſwer 


Made you? 
HARDUNE, © 
Told him, without prevarication, 
I would not go: his importunities were 
Long and urgent— i 
But all to no effect. 


AR VAR. 
Your raſhneſs may 


Provoke his rage—or elſe, excite ſuſpicion 3 
Which may, perhaps, prove fatal to us all. 

At ſuch a time as this, you might have ſmooth'd 
Your brow, and curb'd reſentment. | 5 5 


HARDUNE, 


And would'ſt thou, 
Arvar, have me go ſmile and fawn upon 
O 1 The 
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The man whom I am ploting to aefroy ? 
It muſt not be. I have a ſoul ſaperior 
To ſuch meaneſs. But come, the time's at hand: 
Within our friends expect us, 
And the next moment we may change our 
maſters, | 
(Exernnt into the tent, 


SCENE VII. 
The inſide of Guthrem's Tent.—A Banquet. 


GUTHREM, HALDANE AND OFFICERS, SEATED. 


Flouriſt of drums and trumpets) 
CUTHREM, 
Now ſay, my fellow-warriors, copartners 
In my toil, and ſharers of my glory; 


Are not thoſe clouds diſpell'd, which have oer- 
ſhadow'd long 
Our native luſtre, Shines not our ſun more 

bright | 
Than erſt it did ? Thoſe frighted Saxons fly 
Before our conquering arms, ſwift as the 


Tuſked 


11 


"4 
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; Tuſked boar retreats before his hunters, 
And leave us maſters of this fertile land, 


Without reſiſtance, 
HALDANE. | 
Methinks they are far lefs 
Alert in war than they were wont, elſe long 
Ere now they would have met us on the open 
plain 5 5 
And truſted all to the dire chance of battle. 
GUTHREM. | | 
What if they ſhun us now, from motives of 
The ſoundeſt policy, and not from fear; | 
Waiting ſome more opportune ſeaſon for repulſe: 
Since, if reports err not, ten times their preſent 
force | 
Would not half equal ours. 
HALDANE. 
Truſt me, my liege, 
Their courage ebbs apace: the friends of Alfred 


Prudently decline to aid a finking cauſe, 
While he, inglorious as he is, woos ſome 
Obſcure hiding place to ſhield him from our 


ſear ch. 


GUTHREM, 


# 
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* 


GUTHREM, 


But why thus talk of conqueſt, or of war? 


Why drown the pleaſures of the ſocial bowl, 
And the ſweet converſe of the friend, in the 


III-tim'd diſcourſe of broil and battle? Have not 


Our anceſtors decreed this feſtive day 
Sacred alone to mirth ? If ſo, ſhall we 
Reverſe what they deſign'd perpetual ? No: 
Let the circulating bowl drown ev'ry care; 
Let all reſtraint, diſtinction, and authority, 
Be baniſh'd from the camp, and mirth and melody 
Preſide, 


SCENE VIII. 
ENTER AN OFFICER» 
GUTHREM. 
Well, what fays Hardune ? will he attend 
The banquet ? 
OFFICER. 
He does refuſe, my liege, 


GUTHREM, 
Refuſe ! 


Impoſſible! Perhaps you dreſt my meſſage 


44 V. ALFRED, © 709 


In the language of command ; if ſo, you wrong d 
me.— | | | 


Tell him I wif his preſence— 


OFFICER, 
” I did, my liege; 
Coldly he liſt'ned to your invitation, 
Then ſullenly reply'd, &« Tell him 1 will not 
come,” 

GUTHREM. 
Perverſe, and infolent ! He ſhall repent its 
OFFICER. 
Returning from his tent, a ſoldier ſtopt me 
To attend his ſtory—who told me, as he 
Held his watch laſt night, a mutt'ring indiſtinct 
Aſſaibd his ear, as of two perſons in | 
Cloſe converſation : the moon ſhone bright 
whence 
He deſcry'd, and knew them ; *twas Hardune and 
The ſtranger, who arri vd but r 


Diſguis'd as a muſician 


GUTHREM, 
W d as a muſician ! 
OFFICER, 
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| 'OFFICER. 
po I ſay, my liege, for ſuch my fears inform me. 
What ſtrengthens my ſuſpicion early laſt night 
This ſtranger left the camp, and has not ſince 
Been heard of. 
GHR. 
Hah ! treaſon J ſee's on foot, 
And timely caution muſt prevent its miſchief. 
Fly Haldane, fly, ſecure the traitor in his tent, 
And bring him inſtantly before me. 
(Exit Haldane, 


SCENE IX. 


GUTHREM AND OFFICERS. 
|. GUTAREM. 
If he be guilty of the charge, he dies this inſtant: 
If not, what muſt be done ?—The ſhip which 
brought | 
Me late to taſte the pleaſures of this fertile iſle, 


Lies yet at anchor in the bay—and may 


Tranſport him hence to Denmark. It ſhall 
be ſo! 


But what if all our caution prove too late, 
And 
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And this fell viper ſhould elude the graſp— 
Living to wound us at ſome future hour — 

Some future hour Perhaps, een now, he lurks 
Beneath the unſuſpicious tread, and while 

We fondly deem ourſelves ſecure, emits | 

His deadly poĩſon.— All to your ſtations haſte, 
Alarm my troops, and be, if poſſible, 


Prepar'd to meet the worſt, 
| (Exeunt Officerss 


SCENE X. 


2E-ENTER HALDANE HASTILY—HIS SWORD DRAWN. 


GUTHREM. 
Whence this unwonted haſte 3 
That pallid cheek ? and why fo ſoon return'd ? 
If utterance ſtill be thine, be quick and tell me. 
HALDAME. 
An army, almoſt numerous as our own, 
Led on by Alfred, has ſurprisd our camp. 


GUT HREM, 
Impoſſible! 


HALDANE, 
I would it were not true: 


— = 
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And yet, ſtill more to add to your diſtreſs, 
No ſooner had the foe begun the attack, 

Than Hardune, traitor like, join'd all the force 
He could command to theirs, and, drawing forth 
His ſword, exclaim'd aloud, “ Now is the hour 


Of revenge at hand; now Guthrem thou ſhalt 


"et me?” 
| OO GUTHREM.. 
Haldane, away! Thy tale has almoſt ſtruck me 
dumb, | 


And nearly froze the blood within my veins, 


HALDANE, 

O, haſte, my Liege; ſpeak ſpirit to your troops, 
That now lie drench'd in riot—elſe all muſt pe- 

riſh. 

GUTHREM. 

Let me ſhake off this lethargy, and riſe 
Superior to the frowns of fortune e boyiſh 

fears 
Begone ! I give you to the winds! Come forth 
My truſty ſteel, never again to fill 
The vacant ſcabbard, till thou haſt pierc'd 


The traitor to the heart. Haldane, away, 
1 
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And wake the drunken ſoldier to his duty. 


sound there to arms. Trumpets] 
(Exeunt on oppoſite fides, 


2 


SCENE Xl. 
Another part of the Camp. 

GUTHREM, (within) 
What have you loſt all ſenſe of danger, all 
Regard for life, that thus you're here unarm'd 3 
The foe is in the c amp, and none prepar'd | 
To meet them. 

[Enters] 

O, be this Feſtival perpetually accurs'd ! 
This fatal feſtival, which blaſts the hopes, - 
And ſeals the infamy of Denmark. 
Diforder and confuſion have poſſeſs d 


My troops; they hear, but heed not my com- 
mands, | 


- 


: (Exit, 


SCENE 


4 2 R 1 — - — 
— — E CEE _ — — 


AC j 
1 i 

4 

18 j ) 
14 ' | 
: | 
4 
119 | 
: 

4 : j 
: 1 j 
1 


* — a 
» _ \ 
+5 — 4 _ 
— _——— a. 1 <A — 
a — —— —ñ—ᷣ 
—————— 


' 

| 

[ 
F 
1 

4 

g 
2. 
[ 


ALFRED. 


> SCENE XII. 


ENTER ALFRED AND HARDUNE, 


HARDUNE. | 
Sce where your troops have pierc'd into the 


centre 


Of our camp. You paſs that range of tents; 


away. 
ALFRED. 
How ſhall T thank thee, Hardune, for the ſervice 
Thou haſt done me. Soon as the day is ours, 
Claim the reward which thou ſo juſtly merits, 
(Exit Alfred, 


SCENE XIII. 
HARDUNE. 
This looks, to me, unlike the buſtle, and the ſtir 
Of war. O, ye infernal gods! if fed by ven- 
geance, | 
Let not theſe ſtill and placid ſcenes content you; 
But let the battle rage with tenfold fury : 


Then will it ſuit my active ſpirit well, 
And 
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And gratify revenge. Now Guthrem, blazes not 


Thy folly in thy face ; for now thou know'ſt 


How dangerous it is, to irritate 


The ſerpent arm'd with ſtings. (Going. ) 


4 


SCENE IV. 


ENTER HALDANE, MEETING HIM. 


HARDUNE. 785 
Hah! have I found thee ? 


'Tis well, by heay'n ! 


| 
HALDANE. = 
1 Yes, thou traitor ; and thou | 


Haſt found me too prepar'd to avenge the wrongs 


Which thou haſt done thy country, and thy 


king. 


EI 


RD. 
Had but my merits met their juſt reward, 


I had been loyal ſtill: but when degraded 


And abus'd, as I have been, no wonder 


If I burn'd to change my maſter—But come, 


This is a needleſs play of words—Stand to de- 
fence, 


HALDANE, 
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HALDANE, 


Come on, 
[Fight—Hardune falls] 


HARDUNE. 
Ten thouſand curſes light upon thee! 
O, thou capricious goddeſs, Fortune! why 
Shower thy bleſſings, with a careleſs hand, 
On knaves, and fools, and cowards, witholding 
From the great and good, their due, by high 
FE defert— 


Oh !—what a pang was that——Yet one thing 


cheers me, 


Een in dying—T am—Oh !—-P'm reveng'd. 
| | [Dies] 
HALDANE. 
Revenge, ſo dearly purchasd, who would envy? 
The fate thy conduct merited is thine. 
The man who thus, like thee, betrays his king, 
And barters for revenge the blood of thouſands, 


Tho! oft by complicated injuries provok'd 


Deſerves perpetual -O, hold my impious = 


tongue, 


"Tis not for us to arrogate unto- ourſelves 


A : 


An V. ALFRED. 1 


A right oſ judging, or wrench the bolt of ven- 


geance : 


From the hand of heaven : 


SCENE XV. 
ENTER GUTHREM. 
HALDANE. 
Sec here, my liege; 
This is the fate of traitors— 9 8 
{Pointing to Hardune] 
| GUTHREM. = 
And mine the fate of an ungrateful monarch ! 
Oft have my ſoldiers, under his command, 
Been crown'd with conqueſt—yet when his for- 
tune | 
Chang'd, the ſervice he had render'd was forgot, 
We both have been to blame. But why do we 
Stand trifling here, on theſe important moments? 
Haldane away, ſomething may yet be done. 
h (Exit Haldane, 
GUTHREM. 
O could I meet this Alfred—this Engliſh demi» 
god— | 
| Victory 


— 
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Victory, now almoſt tir'd with the conteſt, 


Would ſoon cull forth her happy favourites. 
! | | a (Going 0 


SCENE XVI. 


ENTER ALFRED. 


| ALFRED. 
What man art thou who flies my vengeful 
ſword— . 
Turn if thou be a warrior 
GUTHREM, 
| Had T 
But known the enemy were at my heels, 
I ſhould have cruſh'd that ſentence in thy throat; 
Know then 'tis Guthrem, one who ſcorns to fly— 
But ſay, what haughty warrior art thou ? 
ALFRED. 
Alfred ! 
| CUTHREM. 
Alfred! by heav'n, 'tis what I wild ! 
And fince it is decreed that one muſt die, 
Let it be ended ſoon 


ALFRED. 


' ALFRED. 
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ALFRED. _ | 
Thou Pow'r Supreme! 


Whoſe eye omnipotent explores the womb 
Of dark futurity; if England's good 


Depend on my exiſtence, then be the 


Laurel mine—lf not, let Alfred fall—Co me on. | 
{In the fight, Alfred ſerikes 8 ford out of bis hand | 
GUTHREM. 

Confuſion ! ſome fatal pow'r, -a foe | 
To Denmark's greatneſs, unnerves my arm, 
And tarniſhes my glory—Now Alfred, tw | 
Jam thine ; fate frowns, and I ſubmit. : ö 

ALFRED. 


No, Guthrem, ] would have thee know me 
better ; | 
To claim thee as a captive now, would bear 


The ſhadow of adyantage, and make thee f „ 
But the victim of blind chance, and not of | | 
valour. : = | 
Take up thy ſword, and try again thy fortune. 
GUTHREM. 8 | 

Alfred, thy nobleneſs of ſoul amazes me. * | 


This curs'd ambition, the bane of monarchs, _ | 13 


Has 1 


120 | ALFRED. 9 A V. 


Has led me on too far —and yet can I behold, 
With admiration, the noble flights of 
An heroic ſoul— | 
[Trumpets within] 
Hark !— 
ALBANAC, C(exclaims) 5 | 
Alfred, the victory is thine! 


England is free, and Denmark, thou art falln— 


- 


SCENE XVII. 


+H 

ENTER ALBANAC, ELDRED, EGBERT, HALDANE, 
AND OFFICERS. 

{Eldred bearing the Daniſh flandard, and Egbert the Saxon} 


——ů— = 


ALFRED, 
My father ! [Embracing] 
ALBANAC. 
My ſoyereign, and my ſon! 


I now have liv'd the period I ſigh'd for, 

And met the conſummation of my hopes, 

The Daniſh troops, my liege, have all ſurrender'd 
To our arms— 

ALFRED. 


Propitious hour! For you, Turning to Guthrem, &c.] 
I ſhall not 


Long 


4 V. 8 ALFRED. e "120 
Long retain you here—you have 
Your ranſoms, on condition you return 
Forthwith to Denmark—firſt ſwearing, at our 
Chriſtian altars, never again to draw 
The ſword of war 'gainft Britain's ſons, 
Or in the leaſt abet their future foes. | 
GUTHREM. 

And as we keep the covenant, 
Eternal bliſs or miſery await us! 

| ALFRED. 
The reſt muſt wait our more deliberate orders. 
Now ſpeed we hence, my friends, to our retreat, 
Which here we name the Iſle of Athelney. | 
There greet the ears of my Ethelwitha, 
With the glad ſounds of victory—a victory! 
Of which each future age ſhall taſte the bounty, 
And own with us that, tho? oppreſſion triumph 
For awnile, ſome greater pow'r beholds 
Th' unequal conflict, wars on the ſide of juſtice, 


And gives, at length, ſucceſs to ſuffering virtue. 


END OF THE PLAY, 


EPILOGUE, 


BY A YOUNG LADY. 


LESS me, *tis really a moſt awkward thing, 
D To form excuſes for this hero-king ; 
The author teas*d me; but I can't, that's poſs— 
Hare patience firs ; I' tell you how it was 
This morning, ere my tea-board could be plac'd, 
In comes our poet in prodigious haſte ; / 
« O mam, ſays he, one thing we've quite forgot, 
My play might do as well without a plot 
We have no Epilogue ;—What ſhall we do? 
day; may I hope ſome kind excuſe from you 
'Tis now paſt ten o'clock, and I've no time, 
Pelides, to-day I'm ſure I cannot rhyme ; 
My brain's a chaos, where ideas ruſh 
In wild confuſion, and each other cruſh ; : 
Now ma%am, you need not bluſh, *tis really true, 
know that eloquence was born with you, 
Oblige me then once more, my charming creature, 
And ſoften in my favour ev'ry feature, 
bid all the graces round your ſweet lips play, 
And chaſe ſtern criticiſm far away 
A little ſooth'd you'll eaſily believe,” 
„Well fir, ſaid I, I wiſh I could relieve, 
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135 ; EPILOGUE. 


As I do pity you, upon my word 
(Twiſting the links that held my fay? rite bird) 
You're circumſtanc'd like my poor linnet here, 
With ſmiles delighted, but of frowns in fear; 
If I the warbler's little flights reſtrain, 

And, frowning, to my toilet bind his chain, 
His little boſom heaves with penſive ſighs, 
Faſt droop his pinions, and his muſic dies; 
But, if I ftrip the fetters from his feet, 

And ſmiling, bid him ſing his wood-notes ſweet, 
He grateiully exerts cach latent pow'r, 

And charms with melody my evening hour: 
Take comfort then, ſaid I, and I'll preſume— 
If they'll but gently ſtroke your mule's plume, 
And kindly ſmile on this her firſt efſay— 

To promiſe them the favour ſhe'll repay 
With ſweeter zotes upon ſome future day.“ 
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FASHION, 


RHAPSODY. 


P — 
2 —— —— 2 — — — Cx 


I. 
ASHION ! bright arbitreſs fupreme! 


Whillt I thy praiſe rehearſe, 
And make thy magic pow'r my theme, 
O ſtamp thy ſanction on my verſe! 
Then, tho' uncouth it roll along, 
Like ſome rude crier's ill-rhym'd ſong, 
 Devoid of harmony; or eaſe, 
Still, bleſsd by thee, my lays ſhall pleaſe ; 


Thy vot'ries then with raptures near divine, 


Shall praiſe the charming thought, and ſweet 


harmonious line, 


POEMS. 
II. 
If thou refuſe thy potent aid, 
Tho' Milton's thought be there, 
And imag'ry like his diſplay'd, 

Still muſt the ſighing bard deſpair; 
No tongue ſhall yield him honeſt praiſe, 
Nor pretty miſſes read his lays; _ 
In vain, poor fellow, muſt he write, 
In vain aſlay to give delight ; 

_ Unleſs thy fame-beſtowing hand, O Ton ! 


Should deign, with friendly aid, to conſecrate 
his ſong. | 


III. 


On earth thy influence is ſuch, 


So abſolute thy ſway, 
That, by thy all-commanding touch, 
We ſwear, and lie, and preach, and pray; 
Revers d by thee, thou magic ſprite! 
Shall right be wrong, and wrong be right; 
Deform'd ſhall beauty's ſelf appear, 
And diſcords charm the raviſh'd ear: 
By thee ſhall dulneſs triumph, in deſpite 
Of what declaimers ſay, or monthly critics write. 


IV. 


POEMS, 


IV. | 
By thee, O'Keete, with trite, old pun, 


Shall meet th' applauding roar 
Of thoſe who hail him humour's ſon, 


And crown him with a loud enchore ; 


By thee his thrice-told, obſcene jeſt, 


Tho' in the coarſeſt language dreſt, 


Aided by Edwin's comic faces, 


Shall boaſt a multitude of graces; 


Grimace and jargon, paſs for ſterling wit, 


And ſenſeleſs ribaldry, be deem'd, © a damn'd good 
hit. 


v. 
Like thee, with abſolute command, 


Once Superſtition reign'd; 


And over Egypt's fertile land, 


A long unrivall'd ſway maintain'd : 


As then Religion's name ſhe hore, 


Deluded millions own'd her pow'r ; 


She rais'd each trifle to a god, 


And render'd ſacred ev 'ry ſod; 


Bade Egypt's ſons, as ignorant as meek, 


ding hymns to onions, and adore the leek. 


R THE 


' POEMS. 


' THE GIFT OF VENUS 


TO 


SHAKSPERE. 


— 


: | 1 | " HAKSPERE, this urn of lover's ſighs, 


1 Accept from beauty's queen; 


"Tis thine to paint them as they riſe, 


Or, if the cruel fair deſpiſe, 
Paint thou her haughty mein. 


My little cupids, playful boys! 
Shall wait on thy command ; 


N ö And quit my groves, where nought annoys 


The ſweets of love's ſeraphic joys, 


For Britain's happy land. 
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POEMS, 


'Tis thine to aim the potent dart, 


Thou paragon of men ! 
My boys ſhall haſte to wound the heart, 
Then catch the words thoſe wounds impart, 


And bear them to thy pen. 
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TO MARIA, 


ON HEARING HER SING THE SONG OF « QUEEN 
MARY's LAMENTATION.” 


mn renew that mournful lay | 
Which vibrates on my raviſl'd ear; 

Muſic's pathetic powers diſplay, 

And force again the pitying tear. 


That voice attun'd to Mary's woes, 
Might triumph ofer the hardeſt heart, 
And &en to Pity's ſtern-ey'd foes, 
A melting ſympathy impart. 


If hapleſs royalty, like thee, 

Had tun'd her ſaſcinating moan, 
Her foes again had ſet her free, 

And plac'd her on her native throne. 


POEMS. 


But now we mourn her fallen ſtate, 


And almoſt curſe th? inveterate foe, 


Who urg'd the cruel hand of fate, 


To ſtrike the long-intended blow. 


No more to proud Eliza's reign, 


The laurel wreath of fame belongs, 


Even her conqueſts on the main 


Can ſcarce atone for Mary's wrongs, 


And 'midſt my tears for Scotia's queen, 


Now plac'd. beyond or grief or care; 


Midſt dire diſtreſs, or joys ſerene, 


For thee I'll breathe the conitant pray'r. 


— 


O may thy days, Maria, flow 


In perfect harmony along; 


In thee may ev'ry virtue glow, 


Refin'd, as thy unrivalbd ſong. 


CONTENTMENT. 


(CHARIDD with thoſe pleaſures by the rich 
poſſeſt, | 


Their gaudy ſplendour, and their pow'r's increaſe, 
An envious wiſh lay mantling in my breaſt— 
A wiſh deſtructive to domeſtic PEACE< 

But heav'n-born Reaſon watch'd the kindling fire, 


RepelPd its fatal growth, and breath'd this warm 
deſire : | 
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' POEMS 


Hail, mild Contentment ! lovely maid 
In ſmiles benignly ſweet array'd; 

Free from corroding grief and care; 
Great object of my conſtant pray r; 
Take me! O take me to thy arms, 

And feaſt my ſoul with heav'nly charms; 
Let me no longer ſigh in vain, 

But eaſe my throbbing heart from pain; 
Abſorb my cares in harmleſs glee, 


And let my days be ſpent with thee. 


The lovely goddeſs heard my ardent pray'r, 

And darting from the bright etherial Kies, 
Forc'd groveling thought, replete with envious 

care, 
From ſcenes, which active fancy fraught with 
Joys: 
Grateful ſenſations in my boſom ſprung, 
As thus inſtruction flow'd ſerenely from her 


tongue — 
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136 POEMS. 


Go view the lofty manſions of the great, 
Their rooms of pleaſure, and their halls of ſlate; ; 
Explore the uſeleſs treaſures they unfold, 

The marbled floor, and canopy of gold— 
Manſions, where artiſts with each other vie, 
To gratify the taſte, and charm the eye; 
Where living pictures crowd the painted wall, 
And attic ſplendour fills the ſtatu'd hall, 
Yet even here how frequently we find, 

With real cares, far-fancy'd ills, combin'd: _ 
Here oft, when Sol withdraws his genial light, 
Yielding old Albion to the ſhades of night, 
Nocturnal riot holds unrivall'd ſway, 

While radiant tapers light another day. 

Here, blooming beauty woos thee to her arms, 
And ſweet variety diſplays her charms ; 

Here ſenſual pleaſure flows from boundleſs wealth, 
And diſſipation drains the fount of health, —— 
Say, is it here eternal ſweets reſide, 

Midft noiſe unmeaning, and imperious pride? 
No, thus the mind impartially declares, 


Their joys are far oerbalanc'd by their cares. 


Or 


POEMS, 


Or, doſt thou ſigh for an immortal name, 
A warrior's laurels, or a poet's fame ? 
Think then, to check the e of envious 


pride, 
How Otway liv'd, and how . Ceſar dy 4 


If Wolſey's riches charm, or Wolſey's ſtate, 
Let theſe be thine, but think on Wolſey's fate. 
Or, if a ſtateſman's pow'r provoke thy pray'rs, 


Be thou a ſtateſman, with a ſtateſman's cares. 


ExpelPd from theſe I ſeek an humbler lot, 
The hermit's moſs- grown cell, or rural cot: 
There, oft I revel with my vot'ries bleſt, 

A much approv'd, and much approving gueſt; 


There, oft my pleaſing influence impart, 


And fill with jocund mirth, the e grateful 
heart. 


Next, let thy thoughts to poverty deſtend, 


Where pining want ſeeks a relieving friend; 


Where wretched fathers, robb'd of health and 


eaſe, 
Suffer the tortures of acute diſeaſe — 


8 
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f 


While helpleſs infants lift their hands for food, 


And weeping mothers watch their ſtarving brood, 


60 O! think what wounds the parent-heart muſt 

5 fee! 

Wounds which the hand of opulence ſhould 
heal: | | 

Let ſcenes like theſe thy gratitude create, 


For might not theſe have ſtampt thy wretched 


f. ate, 


If free from ſlavery's oppreſſive chains, 


And from ſome dire diſeaſe's tort'ring pains, 


No more repine ; but let thy feeling heart, 


With extacy, its gratitude impart. 


While thus ſhe ſpoke, the liſt'ning ear, 
With pleaſure, caught th' inſtructive ſound; 


Thus mild contentment heard my pray”; 


And with her bleſſings zon'd me round. 


POEMS, 139 


No more, with envious eyes, I view 
Another's ſplendour, wealth, or fame; 
No more ſuch fancy'd joys purſue, 


Deluded by a meteor flame; 


But learn my own unenvy'd ſtate to prize, 


And fix the ardent wiſh on more exalted joys 


TITE 


THE TEAR OF SYMPATHY 


/ 


TO MARIA : 


[ON READING TO HER STERNE's BEAUTIFUL STORY 
OF THAT NAME.] 


A” Sterne's pathetic tale you hear, | 
Why rudely check the riſing ſigh ? 
Why ſeek to hide the pitying tear, 
Whoſe luſtre aids the brilliant eye? 


Tears which lament another's woe, 
Unveil the goodneſs of the heart: 

Uncheck'd, unhided, theſe ſhould flow 
They pleaſe beyond the pow'r of art. 


Does 


POEMS. 


_ 


Bil not yon crimſon-tinted roſe, 
Whoſe opening bluſh delights the view, 
More ſplendid colouring diſcloſe, 


When brightly gem'd with morning dew ? 


80 ſhall Maria's beauteous face, | 
Dreſt in more pleaſing charms appear, 
When aided by the matchleſs grace 
Of Pity's ſympathiſing tear, 


A PASTORAL EPISTLE, 


FROM 


DAMON To COLLIN. 


O Why, my friend Collin, unjuſtly complain, 
Or ſay J am bleſt to my will; 
Why envy my cattle, which browze on the plain, 


Or ſigh for my cot on the hill. 


Tis truethat my fields with green herbage abound, 
Enrich'd by the foſtering ſhow'r ; 
My garden's gay borders are deck'd too around, 


With many a beautiful flow'r, 


POEMS. 143 


Tho' theſe the mad wiſhes of envy excite, 
Nor cattle, nor herbage, poſſeſs 
The power to yield &en a ray of delight, 


Or ſoften a lover's diſtreſs. 


. 


My fields loſt their verdure, my flowrets their 
bloom, i 
No pleaſure J found in my grove; 
My garden was robb'd of its: wonted perfume, 


When Laura refus'd me her love. 


But what, if relenting ſhe deign to look kind, 


Her ſmiles will each pleaſure reſtore, 


Whilit I, with new tranſports elated, ſhall find 


My flowrets more ſweet than before. 


Again ſhall my fields in new verdure be dreſt, 

My cattle again be my care; | 
Then love unmoleſted ſhall reign in my breaſt, 
And happineſs baniſh deſpair. - 
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I 144 POEMS: | 


But why do I dwell on the flattering theme, 
A theme ſo reverſe to my fate: 
O why do I cheriſh the fanciful dream, 


My wiſhes ſo fondly create * 


4 


— 


You ſee, my friend Collin, how trifling and vain, 
The pleaſure my riches impart ; | 
They neither exempt me from ſorrow or pain, 


Nor can they relieve my fond heart. 
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POEMS. 


THE AMARANTUH* 
MARIA. 


þ 
' 


Immortal Amaranth! a flow'r which once 
« fn Paradiſe, faſt by the tree of life, | 
« Began to bloom ; but ſoon, for man's offence, | Þ 
« To Heav'n remov'd, where firſt it grew, there grows, | | 
« And fiowers aloft, ſhading the fount of life ; V 
« And where the river of bliſs, thro' midſt of Heay'n, | |! 
« Rolls o'er Elyſian flow'rs her amber ſtream: | | 
«With theſe, that never fade, the ſpirits elect 

“ Bind their reſplendent locks, inwreath'd with beams.” 


Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 


AY, lovely fair! whene'er you rove, . 


Along the flow'r-enamell'd vale, 


Or, careleſs tread the perfum'd grove 


Whoſe ſweets impregnate ev'ry gale: 


A flower of a purple velvet colour, which, though gathered, 
keeps its beauty; and when all other flowers fade, recovers its 
luſtre by being ſprinkled with a little water.” , 
| NoTEs on MIL To. 


g 
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As then the varying ſcene you view, 


Does not inſtruction freely pour, 


From ev'ry ſhrub that taſtes the dew, 


The treaſures of his copious ſtore ? 


7 


Let theſe attract the mental eye, 


* 


Theſe prompt Maria's thought profound 


To cull the gems, which ambuſh'd lie 


In Nature's vegetable round, 


But then, as myriads confuſe, 


And each the other's ſweets annoy, 


© Wilt thou condemn the friendly muſe 


Who aids thee in the great employ ? 


Who bids thee now neglect the roſe, 


W hich long has claim'd the moral lay, 


For the bright amaranth, that glows 


In regal purple ever gay 


Bright, 


POEMS 147 


Bright boaſted flow'r, of boaſted plains! 
Whilſt myriads around thee fade, 

Thy living luſtre ſtill remains 

Untainted by, or ſun, or ſhade ! 


The dappled pink, and lily pale, 
With ev'ry gaudy-tinted flow'r 
That decks the hill, or ſcents the dale, 


If gather'd, fade to bloom no more. 


But thou, Elyſian flow'r divine! 
If fprinkled o'er with balmy dew, 
Again thy wonted colours ſhine, 


Again thy purple beams anew ! 


et this inſtructive flow'r, my fair, | 
A grateful ſecret thus impart, 

How you may beauty's charms repair, 
Unaided by coſmetic art. 


When 
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When time (that worſt of female foes) 
Has torn, with ruthleſs hand, away 
From beauty's cheek the bluſhing roſe, 

Which far outvies the blooms of May, 


For orient, renovating dew, 
Which purples o'er this regal flow'r; 


Let mild good humour beam in you, 


Aided by virtues magic pow'r. 


Theſe, laſting beauties will create, 
Thele, give new luſtre to the eye; 

The cheeks bright bloom reanimate, 
And plant the roſe that ne'er will die. 


Thus, lovely maid, where'er you rove, 
'Crois verdant hill, or fragrant dale, 

Make the gay flowrets of the grove, 
More uſeful than to ſcent the gale. 


SONNET 


SONNET 


10 


MARIA 


T TOW oft, dear maid, enamour'd bards have 
ſung, | 
The blooming beauties of their fav'rite fair; 
Petrarch to Laura's charms his lyre has ſtrung, 
And Prior's muſe oft braided Cloe's hair. 


Let others ſing the cheek, whoſe roſeate hue 
Tranſcends the bluſhing beauties of the roſe, 
The lip, like cherries dipt in balmy dew, 
From whence a breath more ſweet than violets 
flows— 


Whilſt 


And flattery's menial arts alike unknown; 

Comparing you—unto yourſelf alone 
For who but folly's ſons would needleſs toil, 
To place the ſterling gem beneath the foil? 
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THE SEASON OF DELIGHT, 


SONG. 


RECITATIVE. 


> NCE, happy as the playful fawn, 
\ Which taſtes no ſorrow, knows no care, 
Fair Mira's heart was pleaſure's throne, 
Till love uſurp'd dominion there: 


Then oft its cares employ'd her tongue, 
And thus the alter'd Mira ſung. 


2 | : 
In youth, gay ſeaſon of delight! 
| How ſweetly glide the hours along, 
Joy, mirth, and innocence unite, 


To prompt the care-untainted ſong. 


Yet 


f 


For then the tend'reſt paſſions move, 
Where ſcarce an eddy plays around 


Which fly before the cares of love, 
Thus oft beneath the ſmootheſt ſeas, 


Deſtructive to our ſportive joys, 
Obedient to the fluttring breeze, 
The unſuſpected rock is found. 
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SONNET 
10 
HELEN MARIA WILLIAMs, 
Author of 
PERU, EDWIN AND ELTRUDA, &c. 
7 Nchanting Williams! Nature's darling child, 
Foſter'd by Genius, and matur'd by Taſte, 


Who kindly on thy earlieſt efforts ſmil'd, 
And with their choiceſt gifts thy fancy grac'd ; 


© 
> 


Gave thee a pow'r to ſteal upon the ſoul, 
Mild as deſcend the evening's dewy ſtores 
And yet refiſtleſs as the waves that roll 


Oer ocean's bed, when loud the tempeſt roars. 


U ; Taught 


Taught thee to form, beyond, the pow'r of art, 


ign: 


The tale that, ſpite of Envy's ſelf ſhall live, 
Bleſt with th' approving Critic's fmile ben 
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For O, dear maid, tis thine alone to give 
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To energetic force a grace divine. 


BEAUTY, 
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BEAUTT, 


SONG. 


HEN faſcinating beauty ſmiles, 
Tho deem'd a tranſient flow'r, 
Vain man, with all his boaſted might, 


Submiſſive owns its pow'r. 


Beauty makes miſers quit their gold, 
And cruelty its rage, : 

And gives the ardent fires of youth 
To antiquated age, 


— 
Th 8 5 2 
5 . 8 2 
3 8 ; 
_ ol ©. 8 — — * 9 
2 "Sf 5 8 8 8 0 
„ | Ss, 00 oo 
: 5 — 8 — S 
— 28 A 5 LY 8 8 8 
| 1 8 3 
= 8 8 5 1 
> 3 wy =D 13 Sz —_— 
— 3 2 
82 2 35 8. 
i . 3 38 8 
WV „ 
— — ; 8 
D * Ig TP 8 
W 3 


„ 


. - . * 1 : 8 
a R „ 
— — rag 

e Om rats og r 299, 
D ET gn os — - _— 7 » On won 2 


R — 


* 1 x K 
, nin 5 5 : 7 
. =_ 4 — — ket” — 


— 


——— — 


——— — 2 „* er = 
— — r f 
es AE 2 77 
CE ee I | . 
CR * * N * - 


"oe ME 


POEMS. 157 


TO MARIA. 


"THEY tell me love's a tranſient flame, 
Juſt kept alive by beauty's ray, 


As fleeting as the breath of fame, 


Which meets the ear, then dies away. 


But if to beauty ſenſe be join'd, 
Secure the hallow'd flame ſhall reſt, 

Tho' time, and fell diſeaſe, combin'd, 
Aſſay to force it from the breaft : 


As 


5 


Our ſouls in uniſon ſhall move, | 
And rivet thus the chains of love, 


Who moit can pleaſe be all our ſtrife, 
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ODE 


10 


BACCHUS. 


8 Bacchus, hail to thee, 
Wine's ſupreme divinity! 

Bards miſtaken oft have ſung 6 

Thee, for ever blithe and young, 


Jovial, ruddy, gay and free, 4 
Always fraught with mirth and glee, | 
_Bleſt with power to impart | N 
Balm that heals the wounded heart! 144 


Shall 


— 


ibo rok; 


Shall brain-wove fiction then alone inſpire 


The enraptur'd poet's adulating lays? 


If heav'n-born Truth attune her golden lyre, 


Where are his boaſted honours, where his 


bays? 


Like conſcious guilt, which ſceks the ſhades of 
night, 


They fly from Truth's inveſtigating light, 


Now let the god himſelf appear, 
Mid all the ſport of mingled dance: 


What ſounds diſcordant ſtrike mine ear, 


As Bacchus and his crew advance 
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Behold! the god approaching nigh, 
His face with deadly paleneſs fraught, 
No pleaſure ſparkling in his eye; | 
A thinking being void of thought. 
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And next his car, 16! madd'ning rage, 
(Prepar'd on rape or murder to engage) 
High brandiſhes his angry arm, 

And ſpreads around the dire alarm; 


While white-rob'd Virtue, child of Heav'n! { 
Whoſe pow'rs untainted joys obtain, | 


By noiſe and diffipation drivin, © | 


F earfully flies the giddy train— 


Reaſon, fair Virtue's bright compeer ! 


Beholds and joins her rapid flight, 


Intent to ſeek ſome happier ſphere, | . 


Where mirth and innocence unite : 


Still as they go, with pitying eye 
They view the Bacchanalian crew, 

For theſe they heave the parting ſigh, 
And kindly look their laſt adieu— 
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Next dire diſeaſes crowd his train, 


With inexhauſted hoards of woe; 
Fevers replete with burning pain, 


Lingering conſumptions, ſure tho flow ;— 


. 


And laſt, to cloſe the horrid ſcene, 

With haggard eye, and frightful mien, 

Lo! the grim tyrant Death appears; 

A ghaitly ſmile his viſage wears, 
Whilſt in his hand exultingly he ſhews; 
Emblem of timeleſs fate ! the wither'd half-blown 


roſe, 


If ſuch th' attendants which belong 
To Bacchus, © roſeate god of wine,” 
O make me, roſe-lipp'd Temp'rance, thine, 
And ſhield me from ſo dire a throng— 
Till youth, with all its joys are flown, 
And age has mark'd me for his own. 


COMPLATNT. 


Or has the ſplendour of a court, 
Where wealth and elegance reſort, 
And bliſs ideal reigns | . 
Midſt ſparkling gems and brilliant toys, 


Been deem'd inferior to the joys 


Which ſport on rural plains. 
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But ah ! our ſhare of bliſs below, 
Bears no proportion to the woe 
That rankles in the heart: 
For all the happieſt man can boaſt, 
Is but a partial bliſs at moſt— 
A happineſs in part! 


Say, has that God, whoſe word from high | 

With orbs unnumber'd gem'd the ſky, 
And bade the waters flow ; 

In mercy, or in wrath, decreed 

That ev'ry heart by turns muſt bleed, 
And taſte the cup of woe? 


Tho' what we wiſh attend our pray'rs, 

A ſomething yet the joy impairs, 8 
And ſpreads a dark'ning gloom; 

Our fears are ever on n 

And always point to future harm; 


Which yet may never come. 
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Let Caſuiſts inform me why 
Qur bliſs is tainted with alloy 
Why mingled thus with woes? 
For ſuch the fate of all our joys, 
That what moſt ardently we prize, 
We always fear to loſe, 
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ODE TO POESY. 


; 


| = fun Poeſy! celeftial maid! | 
Who loves, reclin'd near purling ſtream, 

To reſt beneath the beachen ſhade, 

er Wrapt in ſome wild fantaſtic dream”— 

Howeer intent on other cares, 

Still deign to hear a ſuppliant's pray'rs! 

Who fain would view thy ample ſtore, 

And all thy ſecret haunts explore, 

Where, as enraptur'd bards have told, 


Whoſe eyes have peer'd thy ſtores among, 


Gnomes, ſylphs, and ſprites, their dwelling 
hold, | 

Till call'd by thee to grace their ſong; 

; | Where 
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Where fairies, clad in bright attire, 

Faint lighted by the glow-worm's fire, 

Are ſeen to gambol to the breeze, 

Which nightly plays amongſt the trees ; 
And while, with ſilent ſtep, their round they pace, E 
The flitting dew- drops gem the conſecrated place. 


II. 


Or, if thou rather chuſe to dwell 
Intent to hear the beating wave, 
In ſparry grot, or rocky cell, 

Or in the ſubterraneous cave, 
Where, to relieve perpetual night, 
Dim lamps emit a feeble light; 


While bound with necromantic tie, 
A thouſand weeping virgins lie, 


Who, to enjoy the blaze of day, 


To view once more the azure ſky, 
And drink the ſun's all-cheering ray, 
Oft heave the unavailing ſigh; 3 
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Till ſome advent'rous knight ſhall dare 
(Long try'd in tournaments and war) 
Aſſay to break the magic chain, 
And give them liberty again; 
In ruin wide the ſelf- built ſtructure ſpread, 
And bid deſpondency ere& her drooping head, 


III. 


Or, if thoſe ſcenes delight thee more, 
Which erſt thy Arioſto drew, 

O teach my muſe like his to ſoar, 

And ope thy treaſures to her view ! 

For all that captivates the mind, 

In his aſpiring verſe we find; 

Where, wrapt in fancy's pleaſing guiſe 

Conceal'd, the uſeful moral lies; 

Where chivalry's proud hoſts, array'd 
In all the dignity of war, 

Appear, a ſplendid cavalcade, 
Adorn'd with many a trophy'd car; 


Where 


Where fair Alcina's radiant charms, 1 J 
With lawleſs bliſs the boſom warms, 
Till, in Atlante's reverend form, 
Meliſſa abr ogates the charm 3 | | 
Recals the ſoul, for nobler deeds deſign'd, 
And writes the glowing moral on the mind. 


IV. 


If ſuch thy votaries of old, 
Some portion of their fire impart 3 
Then ſportive fancy, uncontroll'd, | | 
Shall ſpurn the rigid rules of art I 
| 


But if in vain thy ſuppliant plead, : 
And if thy mandate has decreed, | 2 | 
Theſe magic ſtores conceaPd muſt lie, 4 


Impervious to another's eye; : | |; 
still, O celeſtial maid! diſplay, © - = 
Thoſe tranquil ſcenes where beauty reigns, | ; 
And triumphs, with unrivall'd ſway, 

Oer riſing hills and flow'ry plains, 
T | And 
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And ſtreams that, murm'ring as they flow, 


Might lure the mourner from his woe ; 


Let pointed ſatire too be mine, 


Aided by Johnſon's nervous line :t— 


And mine the pow'r to wake the tender ſigh, 


And call the pearly tear from Pity's melting eye. 


V. 


Then lead me near ſome winding ftream, 

| Whoſe ſurface, ruffled by the breeze, 

Reflects chaſte Dian's ſilver beam, 
Faintly beheld thro' ſhadowy trees: 


Then as I view, with joy ſerene, 


The beauties of this tranquil {ſcene z 


If contraſt aid the pow'rs of rhyme, 


To make the beautiful ſublime— 


Bid the hoarſe thunder loudly roar, 


And driving clouds inveſt the ſkies ; 


While ſwelling torrents round me pour, 


From rugged rocks their freſh ſupplies; 
| Which, 
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Which, buriting on the plains below, 
The lightning's tranſient flaſhes ſhew, 
Unfolding to th' aftoniſh'd ſight 
A cataract of foaming light = 
Be ſcenes like theſe thy ſuppliant's award ! 
And give thine other ſtores to ſome more happy 


bard. 
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T each voice in concord 
Pleas'd with ſongs of praiſe and pray r. 


Grateful praiſes, which we ſing, 
Heay'n will bow th' attentive ear, 


Mounted on Deyotion's wing, 
Will to Mercy's throne ariſe, 


An accepted facrifice; 
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SET TO MUSIC BY MR. FOSTER OF BRAMPTON 


(Written originally for the Uſe of the 
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II. 


Grant our infant ſouls, O Lord, 5 


May imbibe thy precious word; 
Be thy ſacred truths impreſt 


On the youth's retentive breaſt; 


That, *till life's concluding hour, 


We may feel their healing pow'r . 
AQ, inſpir'd by theſe alone, 
Till thou claim'ſt us for thine own. 


III. 


While our ardent pray'rs ariſe 


To the Lord of earth and ſkies, 
Gratitude ſhall point to thoſe 

Who, from want's impending woes, 
Kindly guard the orphan youth, 
Shewing them the paths of truth: 
We, the creatures of their care, 


Breathe, for theſe, the grateful pray'r. 


2 


Iv; 


. 


And whene'er approaching death 
Be then ſome watchful angel nigh, 


The languid pulſe forgets to beat, 
The herald of celeſtial joy. 


As is their boundleſs charity ; 
Flutters in the parting breath; 
When, uninform'd by vital heat, 
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E. 


Mils Elderſhaw, Melton Mowbray 
Mr. Euſtace, Cheſterfield 
Mr. Evans, Ditto 
Mr. Ellis, Sheffield 
Mr, Edridge, London 
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Mr. Fox, Sheffield 
Mr, Froſt, Cheſterfield 


G. 


Mr. Gales, Sheffield, 12 copies 
Mr. Gregory, Do. 

Miſs Golland, Retford 

Mr. Greaves, Sheffield 

Mr. Gillat, Ditto 


H. 


Miſs Hill, Sheffield 

Mr. J. Hill, Ditto 

Mr. Hitchcock, Cheſter field 
Mr. Hague, Ditto 

Mr. Holland, Ditto 

Mr. Hawke, London 


SUBSCRIBER's NAMES, 179 


* 
Mr. Jennings, Sheffield, 2 copies 


K. 


Mr. Kirk, Sheffield 
Mr. Kirkby, Ditto 


; 2% 


Mr. Linley, Sheffield 

Mr. J. Linley, Ditto, 3 copies 
Mrs. Lamb, Retford 

Mr. Levick, Sheffield 

Mr. T. Langton, Cheſterfield 
Mr. J. Langton, Ditto 

Mr, Langeth, Sheffield 

Mr. Lamb, Ditto 
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Miſs Manton, Retford 

Mr, Maſſey, Cheſterfield 

Mr. Miell, comedian 

Mrs. Maſon, do. 


Ny 


* WE Mr. E. Needham, Cheſterfield, 12 copies * 
Mr. Northall, Sheffield „ 
Mr. Naden, Ditto 


P. 


Mr. Pero, Sheffield, 2 copies 
Mr. Parkin, Ditto 
Mr. Pine, Ditto 
Mr. Parkin, Ditto 


— — 


| N * = — 
3 E - * — - _— . . ———— 
r I FR oo 
* 9 * * N n rr 
* 7 . - a 2 1 r Ke» — - 

* aue n 2 1 „ Teapt — 4; x ns ee 
""_ q 9 y F * A „ - 7 e 1 "HV 

- PRs: , * 1 

o 8 5 , Ty 

* - 
4 \ 
Q 
© 
» 
o 


r * 
0 
* 


14 


7 * * W 
e 
* 7 r "Us 
\ 


p N 232822 
5 — } 
$ Yet 


Lt al 
„ 
1 


. 


8 <B 


Mr. Richards, comedian 
Miſs Richards, do. . 
Mr. Rickards, Alfreton 4 


3 
Miſs Sitwell, Reniſhaw Hall 
Mr. Thomas Smith, Sheffield 
Mr. Spittlehouſe, Ditto 
Mr. Sanſon, Ditto 
Mr. J. Smith, Sheffield 
Mr. Simpſon, Retford 55 
Mrs. Sorſpy, Sheffield 
Mr. Staniforth, Ditto 
Mr. Stavely, York 
Mr. Siſſon, Stamford 
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| Mr. I; en Bak 
| Mr. Trigkett, Sheffield 
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Mr. Valentine, i Sheffield 
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2 Mr. Wheat, Sheffcl 
Mr. Wilſon, Do. 
Mt Wright, London 5 
Mr. Wilde, Ditto 
Mr. W beclright, Retford 
Mr. "Wilſon, Ditto 
Mr. Ward, Sheffield 
Mr. T. Webſter, Cheſterfield 
Mr. Warwick, London 
Mr. Wilkinſon, Sheffield 
Mr. J. Woollen, Ditto. 
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